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I 



It is not possible to consider Mary apart from Jesus. What we 
can do is to put ourselves, as far as possible, in Mary's position 
and to go with her step by step as she faces the greatest privilege 
and problems that have come to any woman. We can at least 
give Mary human sympathy and understanding. 

A. T. Robertson 



In our day we are told to look for "the historic Jesus," the 
man of Galilee, a teacher sent of God, the Mend of the outcast 
and the oppressed, the critic of society and the Jewish church, 
very like other great reformers even in His limitations. But a 
merely human Christ, no matter how humane and tender, can 
not suffice. We need the Lord of Glory, the Christ of eternal love 
and eternal redemption, the Lamb that was slain before the 
foundation of the world. We need a Saviour who is alive for- 
evermore and who abolished death and brought life and im- 
mortality to the world by His Incarnation. 

Samuel Marinus Zwemer 



We must give Mary her promised due. We must not allow our- 
selves to entertain a grudge against the mother of our Lord be- 
cause some enthusiasts for her have given her more than her due. 

Alexander Whyte 



THE MOTHER OF JESUS 

"Now the birth of Jesus Christ was on this wise." 
Matthew 1:18 



I WAS ALONE in my home in Nazareth deep in meditation 
when I became aware that someone else was in the room. I 
turned around quickly and was startled to see a strange man. 
He seemed to come out of nowhere, and was unlike anyone I had 
ever seen before. There was something about him exactly what 
I could not say that made me think he was not a man, but a 
visitor from heaven. His whole being radiated qualities that 
seemed more than human and I was afraid. Before I could speak 
or even think he said, "Hail, you who are highly favored, the 
Lord is with you: you are blessed among women." I stood speech- 
less, pondering what he could mean, for I had never heard that 
salutation before, and was a little uneasy over the strangeness of 
the man and his greeting. When he saw I was troubled he called 
me by name and said, "Mary, do not be afraid, for you have 
found favor with God." I was certain then that he was an angel, 
and that something most unusual was taking place. He went on 
to say that I should give birth to a son whose name was to be 
Jesus. I asked him how that could be, since I was a virgin, not yet 
married. He said it would come about by the power of the Holy 
Spirit so that my child would be called the Son of God. He said 
He was to be somebody great and would be called the Son of the 
Highest, and that God would give Him the throne of David and 
He would reign over us forever; His kingdom would have no 
end. It sounded like a strange dream. While I stood there, trying 
to grasp the meaning of it, unable to speak but asking myself, 
"Can this be true?", he said that my cousin Elisabeth, who was 
supposed to be barren and too old to have children, was going to 
give birth to a son within the next three months. He saw that I 
was still uncertain about believing it, so he reminded me that 
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nothing is impossible with God. I believed him then; I could not 
tell you why, but I felt sure he was speaking the truth. I was no 
longer afraid and was willing for it to be true, so I replied, "Be- 
hold the handmaid of the Lord; be it unto me according to your 
word." He said nothing more, but vanished as quickly as he had 
come. 

I was so thrilled that I was to become the mother of the Mes- 
siah I could scarcely wait to tell Joseph, to whom I was engaged 
to be married. He was a devout man and like many others hoped 
for the coming of the Messiah, so I thought he would be as happy 
as I to hear what the angel had said. It never occurred to me that 
he would not believe me. But as soon as I told Joseph of the 
angel's message his jovial mood changed to one of depressing 
seriousness and I could see he was much disturbed. He became 
like a man in a daze. He did not say anything but I finally real- 
ized what he was thinking. He thought I had been untrue to him. 
"Do you not believe me?" I pleaded. With deep emotion he said, 
"No/* and went out, leaving me standing there trying to take in 
what had happened. It was as if a sword had pierced my soul. It 
was almost more than I could stand. 

The next day I packed hastily and started down to Judea to 
see Elisabeth. As soon as I greeted her, and before I had time to 
tell her about the angel, she exclaimed, "Blessed art thou among 
women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb. And whence is this 
to me, that the mother of my Lord should come to me?" The 
Holy Spirit had filled her heart and made her know the angel's 
message to me, and had led her to say what she did. She told me 
that her baby fairly leaped inside of her as soon as she heard my 
voice. Then she said, as she looked directly into my eyes, "Blessed 
is she that believed that there shall be a performance of those 
things which were told her of the Lord." 

Then I was reassured, and moved by some inner force I said, 
"My soul doth magnify the Lord, 
And my spirit hath rejoiced in God my Saviour. 
For he hath regarded the low estate of his handmaiden: 
For, behold, from henceforth all generations shall call me 
blessed. 
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For he that is- mighty hath done to me great things; 

And holy is his name. 

And his mercy is on them that fear him 

From generation to generation. 

He hath shewed strength with his arm; 

He hath scattered the proud in the imagination of their hearts. 

He hath put down the mighty from their seats, 

And exalted them of low degree. 

He hath filled the hungry with good things; 

And the rich he hath sent empty away. 

He hath holpen his servant Israel, 

In remembrance of his mercy; 

As he spake to our fathers, 

To Abraham, and to his seed for ever." 

Elisabeth then told me about the visit of the angel to Zacharias, 
her husband, and that she was going to have a son whose name 
was to be John. She told me that Zacharias had not believed the 
angel, and had been struck dumb for doubting, and was to re- 
main so until after their child was born. When Zacharias came 
in, sure enough he could not speak. He had either to write or to 
make signs, but he confirmed everything that Elisabeth had said. 
I stayed with them until after the baby came. When they went 
to record the child's name in the genealogy tables, the priest 
wanted to name him Zacharias, after his father. When Elisabeth 
said the child was to be called John, the priest argued that none 
of his whole line had ever been called by that name. Zacharias 
settled it when he motioned for a piece of paper and wrote, "His 
name is John." Immediately he could speak again, and he began 
to praise God. 

When I returned to Nazareth I had a little more hope that 
Joseph would be convinced when I told him about what had 
happened to Zacharias. If he did not believe me then or would 
not investigate about Elisabeth and Zacharias, of course there 
was nothing more I could do to convince him. He would go 
ahead with his plans to break our engagement. He would do it as 
quietly as possible, I knew, for he still loved me, but he would 
do it and I felt it would break my heart. During the long journey 
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back to Galilee I thought of all that had happened and I was 
more sure than ever that God was going to do some wonderful 
thing through my son. 

Joseph came to see me as soon as I arrived home. He was quiet 
and subdued but I could see he was no longer worried. He was 
more like his old self. He was glad to see me, and my hopes rose. 
Now, I thought, was the time to tell him about the visit of the 
angel to Zacharias, and of the birth of their son, John. But be- 
fore I could mention them Joseph said, "Mary, I believe you; I 
am sorry I doubted you. Soon after you left I had a dream in 
which an angel appeared to me and told me not to be afraid to 
go on with our marriage, for it was true that you were with child 
by the power of the Holy Ghost. He said you would have a son 
and that I should name Him Jesus, for He would save His people 
from their sins. I was convinced that this was no ordinary dream. 
God was speaking to me through it." You can Imagine how 
happy I was. If Joseph understood and loved me that was all that 
mattered; besides, I knew that the Scriptures had said a virgin 
would conceive and bring forth a son, and would call his name 
Emmanuel, which means "God with us." So I was happy that 
God had thought me worthy to fulfill this prophecy. It did not 
make any difference now what others thought, for in time they 
would understand that God was manifesting Himself to us again. 

As my time drew near, the Caesar in Rome issued a decree that 
everyone in the Empire must go to his native city to register for 
taxes. Since Joseph and I were both descendants of David, our 
place of registration was Bethlehem in Judea. It was not neces- 
sary for me to go, but I wanted to, and begged Joseph to let me go 
with him. He did not want me to go, but he gave in when I in- 
sisted that I did not want to be away from him, among people 
who did not understand, when the baby came. It took us a week 
to make the journey. I rode an ass, and Joseph walked along be- 
side me. At night we camped, pitching our tent along the road- 
side. There were many other travelers on the road, for many 
people had their ancestral home in Judea and must return to 
register. 

I stood the trip very well. We found Bethlehem exceedingly 
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crowded. I had no idea so many people were descendants of 
David. The inn was full long before we arrived, but the inn- 
keeper, seeing my condition, made us comfortable in his stable. 
Being in a stable was not as bad as you might think. It was a roof 
over our heads and the hay was soft and we had privacy such as 
we could not have had in the crowded inn. It was fortunate he 
let us have the stable, for that night the baby came. We wrapped 
Him in swaddling clothes and laid Him in the manger. 

Shortly before the break of day, the innkeeper was aroused by 
a group of excited shepherds who said an angel had told them 
about a newborn baby whom they would find sleeping in a 
manger. They were anxious to find the child, for the angel had 
said He was the long-expected Messiah. The innkeeper brought 
them to the stable and as they stood there looking with awe at 
the baby, Joseph asked them to tell us how they had gotten the 
news. They said they were settled for the night, guarding their 
sheep a few miles out in the hills, and everything was very quiet 
and peaceful, when suddenly they were startled by a brilliant 
light that floated down out of the sky to where they were. They 
said they started to run in fear, then they heard a soft voice tell- 
ing them not to be afraid. They turned and saw that it was an 
angel from whom emanated a brilliant light that lit up the place 
as bright as day, and reminded them of the glory of God. While 
they stood before him trembling, the angel said, "Do not be 
afraid, for I bring you and all people good news. There has just 
been born in the city of David yonder, a Saviour, who is the Mes- 
siah, the Lord/' Then he gave them a sign; he said they were to 
go into Bethlehem and find the newborn babe wrapped in swad- 
dling clothes lying in a manger, Suddenly a multitude of the 
heavenly host appeared around about them, praising God and 
saying, 

"Glory to God in the highest, 
And on earth peace, good will toward men." 

Then the angel and the heavenly host disappeared into heaven, 
and it was dark again. The shepherds said they started at once 
for Bethlehem. 
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My heart was filled with unspeakable joy. Now people would 
certainly believe me when I told them that my baby had been be- 
gotten by the power of the Holy Ghost. The shepherds went out 
praising God and told everybody they met about what they had 
seen and heard. I went over and over the meaning of all these 
things in the quiet of my own heart. There came to my mind the 
prophecy that said, "Thou, Beth-lehem Ephratah, though thou 
be little among the thousands of Judah, yet out of thee shall he 
come forth unto me that is to be ruler in Israel." 

On the eighth day I bundled up the baby, and Joseph took 
Him to the priest to have Him circumcised according to the law 
of the Lord. This was always a big occasion among our people, 
and it was so with us, for it was then that my child was formally 
dedicated to the Lord. His name was entered in the register of 
the family, and He was henceforth officially counted as among 
the Hebrews. We called His name Jesus as the angel had in- 
structed. 

Forty days later, when the time of my purification had been 
fulfilled, we went up to Jerusalem to present Him in the Temple, 
and to offer the sacrifices required for the redemption of the first- 
born according to the law of Moses. We had to be present in the 
court of the women as soon as the morning incense had been 
offered and the nine blasts of the trumpet announced the time 
of morning prayer, so we went up the night before. I would have 
liked to offer a lamb, but we were too poor for that, so we pur- 
chased two doves. There were a good many other women with 
their babies who had come for the same purpose. The priest took 
our offerings and went into the Holy Place and sacrificed them 
upon the altar. While he was doing this we spent the time in 
prayer, thanking God for His blessings and that our lives had 
been spared. When the priest finished the sacrifice he came back 
and sprinkled us with some of the blood and pronounced us 
clean; thus the rite ended. 

As we turned to go out, an old man named Simeon came up to 
us. You could see in his face that he was a good man. It had been 
revealed to him that he would not die until after he had seen the 
Messiah. He was filled with the Holy Spirit and had been di- 
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rected into the Temple that morning, and God had in some way 
made him know that my son was the Messiah. He took the baby 
in his arms, and lifted up his face to heaven and prayed, 

"Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in peace, 
According to thy word: 
For mine eyes have seen thy salvation, 
Which thou hast prepared before the face of all people; 
A light to lighten the Gentiles, 
And the glory of thy people Israel." 

We stood there and marveled at him. After he gave the baby 
back to me he lifted up his hands and blessed us both and said, 

"Behold, this child is set for the fall and rising again of many 

in Israel; 

And for a sign which shall be spoken against; 
(Yea, a sword shall pierce through thy own soul also,) 
That the thoughts of many hearts may be revealed." 

I did not know exactly what he meant, but it struck fear in my 
soul and I held my baby a little tighter. Then he went out, and 
while we were standing there wondering at the meaning of this 
new pronouncement, a very old woman came up to us. Later we 
learned that her name was Anna and that she was a prophetess 
who spent most of her time both day and night in the Temple, 
fasting and praying. She stood before us and made a prayer of 
thanksgiving somewhat similar to that of Simeon. Then she 
spoke to the people who had gathered and told them to continue 
to have faith that God would redeem Israel. 

We returned to Bethlehem for several months and were pre- 
paring to make the journey back to Nazareth, planning to stop 
and see Elisabeth and Zacharias and their son John, when some- 
thing happened that changed our plans and sent us in haste to 
Egypt. Some Magi from the east came to Bethlehem and said they 
were seeking the one who had been born King of the Jews, for 
they wished to worship Him. They had been led all the many 
miles from their eastern country by a star that finally stood over 
the place where we were staying. When they saw the baby, they 
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fell down on their knees and presented Him with costly gifts of 
gold, frankincense, and myrrh. These were scholarly men, repre- 
sentatives of those learned in science, philosophy, medical skill, 
astrology, and religious mysteries. They said that in their country 
there had been a spirit of expectation that a king would arise in 
Judah. They told about the appearance of a new star and how 
they had gone to Jerusalem and inquired of Herod, the king, 
where they could find the one who had been born King of the 
Jews. Herod did not know, but he called in all the chief priests 
and scribes, who said that according to a prophecy Bethlehem 
was the place where the Messiah was to be born. Herod was 
troubled and called in the Wise Men privately to question them 
about the time the star had appeared to them in the east. He 
told them to return to him when they had found the new king 
so he also could go and worship Him. 

The Wise Men said that the star guided them first to Bethle- 
hem and then to our place. That night they were warned in a 
dream that they should not go back to Herod, for he only wanted 
to locate the child in order to put Him to death, so they returned 
another way. That night Joseph also had a dream, in which an 
angel appeared to him and told him to make haste and flee with 
us to Egypt and to remain there until we were given instructions 
to return, for Herod would certainly seek the child to destroy 
Him. So we packed up in haste and fled to Egypt. Even this, we 
discovered, was according to a prophecy. 

I have told you the story of the birth of Jesus. I hope you will 
believe that God did send Him into the world to be the Saviour, 
and that you will trust and love Him so that He can save you. 



As the dasp between the Old Testament and the New the 
dose of the one and the beginning of the other; as among the 
greatest of those bom of women; as the porter who opened the 
door to the True Shepherd, as the fearless rebuker of royal and 
shameless sin the Baptist must ever compel the homage and 
admiration of mankind. 

F. B. Meyer 



But by far the very best thing that the Baptist ever said or 
did was what he said to his jealous disciples: "A man can receive 
nothing," he said, "except it be given him from Heaven, He that 
hath the bride is the bridegroom. He must increase, but I must 
decrease." I would rather have had the grace from God to say 
that than have been the greatest man ever born of woman. 

Alexander Whyte 



JOHN 

RADTTST 

JD/lJr 1 10 1 



"This is the witness of John." 
John 1:19 (A.S.V.) 



I CANNOT REMEMBER the time when I did not know 
about Jesus. We were second cousins, our mothers being 
cousins. Our lives were tied up together from the very begin- 
ning. I was born for the express purpose of helping people realize 
that He was the Messiah long foretold by our prophets, but I am 
afraid I did not succeed very well. Those who should have been 
the first to realize that He was the Messiah refused to accept Him, 
even after most convincing evidence. Not only so, but their 
hatred of Him grew so intense they finally caused Him to be put 
to death as an impostor. He was not at all like what they thought 
the Messiah would be. Even I found Him so different from what 
I had expected that at one time I had some doubts that He was 
the deliverer of the Jews. He dispelled my doubts in such a way 
as to make it impossible for them ever to return again. I will tell 
you about that a little later and maybe it will help you to believe 
in Him as I do. I want to tell you the story of my life that it may 
lead you to new joy in His Kingdom. 

I shall begin by telling you about my parents. My father's 
name was Zacharias, who as a priest served faithfully in the 
Temple in Jerusalem. We lived in a little village just outside the 
city. My mother's name was Elisabeth and she was an older 
cousin of Mary, the mother of Jesus. Both my father and my 
mother were well along in years when I was born. They had 
wanted children and often prayed that God would give them this 
blessing, but the years dragged on until they were past the time 
to expect any. Then one day a most unusual thing happened. I 
have heard my father tell about it so often that I can almost re- 
peat the story word for word, as he told it. He told it to me often 
to impress me with the fact that I had a divine mission. I am glad 
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he did, for it helped me to know that God was with me and many 
times gave me confidence and courage when I was tempted to be- 
come disheartened. Of course everyone is born with a divine mis- 
sion, and has his place in God's plan, else he would not have 
been born, but not everyone has so unique and conspicuous a 
part as I had. Not everyone has his mission so clearly made 
known as mine was. Most people must discover it for themselves. 

My father always began his story by telling the exact day and 
hour that an angel met him when he went into the Holy Place to 
burn incense on the altar for the people. Fear overcame him and 
he fell down at the angel's feet, but the angel told him not to be 
afraid for he had come to tell him that his prayers were going to 
be answered and he would have a son. While my father trembled 
before him in awe, the angel told him to name the son John and 
said that he was to be great in God's eyes. He would be filled 
with the Holy Spirit from birth and must not drink wine or 
strong drink. The angel said the child was to have the spirit of 
the prophet Elijah and many of the Israelites would be turned to 
God because of him. It seemed too good to be true. My father 
could hardly believe it, and he asked the angel how he could be 
sure it would take place. Then the angel said, "I am Gabriel, that 
stand in the presence of God; and am sent to speak unto thee, 
and to shew thee these glad tidings." This was too much for my 
father to believe, and when the angel saw he did not believe, he 
took away his power of speech and told him he would not be able 
to speak again until after his son was born. All this had taken 
much more time than was needed to burn the incense, and the 
worshipers outside grew restless, wondering what was keeping the 
priest. When he did come out they saw at once that something 
had happened. My father began to make signs to them, and since 
he could not speak they knew he had seen a vision. 

About six months later my mother's cousin Mary came down 
from Galilee for a visit. It was more than just an ordinary visit. 
An angel had come to her also and had told her she was going to 
give birth to a son whose name was to be Jesus, who would reign 
on the throne of David and whose Kingdom would have no end. 
When she asked him how that could be since she was not mar- 
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ried, the angel said God would bring it to pass by the Holy Spirit 
so that the child would really be the Son of God. Then the angel 
told her that my mother was also going to have a son. As soon as 
possible Mary hastened down to Judea to see my mother. My 
mother told me that as soon as Mary greeted her she knew some- 
thing unusual had happened, for she said the baby leaped in her 
womb and she was filled with the Holy Spirit. The two women 
spent many hours discussing what had taken place and speculat- 
ing on the meaning of it all. Mary stayed until I was born about 
three months later. 

When I was eight days old, in accordance with the law of 
Moses the priest came to perform the rite of circumcision, and to 
register my name. The neighbors gathered for the occasion and 
all took it for granted that I would be named Zacharias after my 
father. The priest had started to write it down when my mother 
told him my name was to be John. They could not believe her, 
for none of our people were called by that name. So they asked 
my father, and since he could not talk, he asked for a piece of 
paper. When they had given it to him he wrote, "His name is 
John." As soon as he did that, he was able to talk again. It made 
quite an impression upon everyone present. They told it all 
around and the people began to wonder what manner of child I 
was and what was the meaning of my birth. It was evident that 
God's hand was in it. 

My father was filled with the Holy Spirit and made a speech 
to those present. He thanked God that He had visited His people 
again. It had been four hundred years since there had been a 
prophet among us, and now a new day was dawning. My father 
thought that at long last God meant to deliver His people from 
the oppression of their enemies so they might serve Him with- 
out fear. He said I was to prepare the way for the Great One who 
would accomplish this, someone whom he called the "dayspring 
from on high." I was to teach the people that by repenting of 
their sins they could be saved through the tender mercies of God. 

My father and mother moved out into the barren, sparsely set- 
tled hill country of Judea and there I lived and grew up until I 
began my ministry. I often thought about Elijah as I roamed 
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about that rough land. He was my ideal and I never tired of 
hearing my father tell about him from the Scriptures. When I 
was old enough 1 read for myself how he struggled to overthrow 
the Baal worship that the queen Jezebel had promoted among 
the people. Sometimes when I found a secluded water hole I 
would think about Elijah and the way he had lived by the Brook 
Cherith. I wondered if God would give me power like that. My 
mission was to be somewhat like Elijah's. I was to urge the peo- 
ple to repent and turn from their sins to God, We did not have 
Baal worship in the land then, but we had been conquered by 
the Romans, who occupied our country and cared nothing for 
Jehovah, our God, and most of our people did not take their 
religion very seriously. When you live off by yourself it is much 
easier to see clearly the wickedness of the people than when you 
live among them. My father was very strict, and he insisted that 
I live up to his high standards of righteousness. He taught me 
our Scriptures and prepared me for my ministry. 

Finally the day came when I began to preach. I preached first 
in the little settlements in the hill country, and the people 
listened because I was one of them. I told them they must repent 
if they expected God to do anything about our situation. We 
could not hope for God to step in and help us unless we re- 
pented of our sins and returned to Him. I told them God was 
ready to do something for them His Kingdom was at hand if 
they would repent. They were a rough lot. Some of them were 
members of robber bands, others were nomads who made a scanty 
living in that barren country. I went from hamlet to hamlet in 
the hill country along the Jordan River. God was with me and 
many did repent. A spirit of expectancy a hope that the Mes- 
siah would soon come had swept over the Jews. I told them I 
was preparing the way for Him. The way to get ready, I said, was 
to show their repentance in a practical way. I told them God 
could not forgive them until they did this. God was with me, 
and great crowds gathered when I spoke. After a while people 
from Jerusalem and all over Judea came to hear me preach. I was 
different from the preachers they had heard, for I wore the rough 
dress of the desert a girdle of skin about the loins and a coat 
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of camel's hair when it was cold and I ate locusts and wild 
honey as did the other hillsmen. 

I probably shocked some by my forthright manner of speaking. 
One day when a group reminded me of snakes slithering away 
from a burning brush pile I said, "O generation of vipers, who 
warned you to flee from the wrath to come?" Some of the men 
were exceedingly proud of their descent from Abraham and 
thought this exempted them from the necessity of humbling 
themselves in repentance. I told them not to be so arrogant for 
God was able to raise up children of Abraham from the rocks 
they saw on the hillside. I warned them that they needed to re- 
pent and show the results of their repentance just like anybody 
else. God, I told them, was ready to chop down the unfruitful 
trees; the axe was already laid at the root of the trees and they 
would be cut down and burnt up. Only the fruitful ones would 
be spared. Some of the people took seriously what I said and 
began to ask what they should do. I told those who had two 
coats to give one of them to somebody who did not have any. I 
told a publican who wanted to know what he should do, to stop 
gouging the people and to collect only what was due him. When 
a soldier asked my advice I told him to quit accusing the people 
falsely and treating them roughly, and to be content with his 
pay and to stop his greed and graft. 

Some of the people even thought I was the Messiah. I could 
not understand at the time what made them think so, but I see 
now that my large following and my unusual boldness in speak- 
ing might have led some to think that I could be their deliverer, 
for Jesus had not yet begun His ministry when mine was at its 
height. One day a delegation of priests and Levites came from 
Jerusalem to ask me who I was. They wanted to know if I were 
the Christ; when I told them no, they asked if I were Elijah, for 
it was believed he would return before the Messiah came. I told 
them I was not. I told them I was only a voice crying in the 
wilderness, seeking to prepare the way for the Christ who was 
coming soon. When they asked me why I was baptizing people 
if I were neither Elijah nor the Messiah, I told them that my 
baptism was only with water. The One who was coming would 
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baptize them with the Holy Ghost and with fire. He was so much 
greater than I, that I was not worthy to unloose His shoes. He was 
coming like a man to winnow His grain. His fan was already in 
His hand, and He would thoroughly cleanse His threshing floor 
and gather the grain into His storehouse, but He would burn the 
chaff with unquenchable fire. 

The next day after this delegation came, I baptized a large 
group of people in the Jordan River. When I finished I saw 
Jesus coming down the bank to the river and I thought this was 
as good a time as any to declare that He was the Messiah. So 
I pointed Him out, and while everybody was looking at Him I 
said, "Behold the Lamb of God, that taketh away the sin of the 
world." Then I added, "This is the one I have been telling you 
about, whose shoe latchets I am not worthy to unloose/' 

Jesus came down to the water where I was standing, and to my 
utter surprise He asked me to baptize Him. At first I refused, 
telling Him that I had need to be baptized of Him. But He 
insisted, and said it was right for Him to fulfill all the require- 
ments of the law. So I baptized Him, and as He stood there pray- 
ing the heavens were opened and the Holy Spirit came down like 
a dove and lighted upon Him. Then a voice from heaven said, 
"This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased/ 1 

One day I was talking with Andrew and John, two of my 
helpers, when I saw Jesus going by. I said to them, "Behold the 
Lamb of God!" They hastened and caught up with Him and 
spent the rest of the day with Him. Afterward He asked them 
to be His disciples. 

I continued my preaching in Judea. Jesus soon began His 
ministry. He performed a miracle in Cana in Galilee, and after 
a few days spent with His family in Capernaum He went up to 
Jerusalem for the Passover Feast. There He drove the money- 
changers out of the Temple. He gained a great many followers 
quickly. Many of mine became His and I was pleased. When 
some of my friends showed surprise, I told them I was like the 
best man at a wedding rejoicing in the good fortune of the bride- 
groom. Jesus would increase and I would decrease, for He was 
sent forth from God and had His Spirit in full measure. His 
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message was from God and those who believed on Him would 
have everlasting life. 

When I said I would decrease I spoke more truly than I knew, 
for it was not long before I was put in prison. I suppose if I had 
been a more tactful preacher it would not have happened. There 
was something that needed to be said and I said it. I had always 
proclaimed the truth whether it was pleasant or not and I saw 
no reason to do differently because it happened to be about 
Herod the Tetrarch, the ruler of Galilee. He had defied all 
standards of common decency by enticing his brother Philip's 
wife away from her husband and marrying her. Her name was 
Herodias, and she was furious when she learned that I had said 
publicly that it was not lawful for Herod to have her. She would 
have had me killed then if she had dared, but I had too many 
followers for her to risk it. Herod knew my reputation for 
justice and righteousness so he refused to have me put to death. 
He was quite perplexed to know what to do, and finally he put 
me in prison. I believe he only did it to pacify Herodias. I 
thought I would be there only a little while before the matter 
would blow over or Jesus would establish His Kingdom and we 
would all be delivered from the oppression of the Romans. 

I was sent to the prison at Machaerus. It was located in the 
hill country east of the Dead Sea and was a filthy hole, as most 
Oriental prisons of that day were. There was nothing to do but 
to sit there and think. The weeks began to pass into months and 
no sign of release came. Occasionally someone brought me news 
about Jesus and I knew He left Judea soon after my imprison- 
ment. The opposition of the Pharisees to me was now transferred 
to Him, so He went up into Galilee to carry on His ministry 
there. I heard a good many rumors about what He was doing, 
but two things were hard for me to understand. One was that 
apparently He was doing nothing to re-establish the throne of 
David, as the angels had told my father He would do. The other 
was that He was doing nothing to have me released from prison, 
so far as I could find out. I brooded on these things for quite a 
while, and the more I thought about them the more perplexed 
I became. At the time I baptized Him I was sure He was the 
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Messiah, but now I was confused and uncertain. One day two 
of my old disciples came to see me and I sent them to ask Jesus 
if He really was the one we had been expecting. When they came 
back several days later they told me He was not angry with me 
for sending them, and neither did He answer my question di- 
rectly. He told them to observe what He did and said, and to go 
back and tell me. He also said blessed was the man who was not 
deceived about Him. They told me that Jesus had made the 
blind to see and the lame to walk; had cleansed lepers, caused 
the deaf to hear, and even raised the dead to life. They said He 
preached to the poor. It had been foretold by the prophets that 
the Messiah would do these things, so I was satisfied. 

I heard later that after my two friends had left, Jesus told those 
who were standing nearby that they were not to think of me as 
a reed shaken by the wind. He wanted them to know that He 
had not lost confidence in me because of my doubts. He told 
them I was God's special messenger who had been commissioned 
to prepare the way for Him, and said I was as great as any man 
who had ever been born. Then He said an interesting thing that 
membership in His Kingdom was so important that the least 
person in it was greater than I! 

I did not understand why Jesus did not establish His Kingdom, 
nor why He did nothing to get me out of prison, but I again be- 
lieved He was the Christ, and I was content. I did not have to 
wait long for my release, but it came in a way I did not expect. 
I had underestimated the bitter hatred of Herodias because of 
what I had said about her having no right to be married to 
Herod. At a birthday party for Herod, her daughter Salome so 
infatuated him with her dancing that he promised her anything 
that she wanted, up to half of his kingdom. When she asked 
her mother what she should request, Herodias told her to ask 
for my head upon a platter. Herod was quite taken aback when 
he heard this, for he did not want to put me to death. Of course 
I did not know anything about this until it was all over. All I 
knew was that one day without any warning the guards came in 
and said they had orders to execute me. Before I had time to 
protest they severed my head with a sword and I was in the 
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presence of God. I know that Herod afterwards regretted it, 
for he tried to make himself believe that Jesus was myself risen 
from the dead. 

So ends my life story. You doubtless will call it a tragedy. In 
some respects it was, but I would not have had it any other way. 
I had been obedient to God and my conscience, and I have that 
satisfaction throughout all eternity. I know that I did my best 
to prepare men to believe in Jesus as the Messiah. I hope that my 
story will help you and that you will help someone else to be- 
lieve in Him. That is really important, for the person who truly 
believes in Him has everlasting life. 



But Nicodemus had the sense to realize that in the perplexities 
of the world, here was a man speaking with authority. He seemed 
to know something; a way of living. There was implied in what 
He said a correction for the evils of the world. Touched by a 
haunting something Jesus had, Nicodemus came. 

Allan Knight Chalmers 



We often hear it said today that there are many excellent 
people in the world who make no profession of Christianity. 
Here we have a man, shall we say, of that order, particularly so 
on the intellectual side; and it is an arresting fact that it was to 
this man, not to the publican in the parable, not to the woman 
taken in the act of sin, not to the thief in his death agony, He 
declared the necessity for the new birth, 

. Campbell Morgan 



"A man . . . named Nicodemus . . . came to Jesus by night." 
John 3:1-2 



MY NAME is Nicodemus. I have the distinction of being 
one of the few Pharisees and the only member of the 
Sanhedrin who believed in Jesus Christ. I saw Him on 
several occasions, but I talked with Him only once. What He 
said to me then was so profound I failed utterly to understand it, 
even though I was well educated for a man of my day. At first I 
was curious about Him, then I admired Him, then I began to fol- 
low secretly. Finally, I came out into the open with my allegiance 
to Him. I think you will be interested in hearing about how 
His life touched mine and revolutionized it. I must ask your 
indulgence as I talk about myself, for that is the only way I can 
tell you what took place. Some time I would like to have you 
tell me how you came to believe in Him. 

As I told you, I was a member of the sect known as the Phari- 
sees. We were the conservative people of our day, and were more 
or less looked up to by most people, and, if I may say so, we 
exercised a considerable influence over the religious life of our 
times. We were very strict in our interpretation and observance 
of the law of Moses. Many specific applications of the law of 
Moses had been evolved to guide our conduct. For instance, we 
had detailed rules and regulations for feast and fast days, and 
we figured out how far one could walk on the Sabbath without 
breaking the Fourth Commandment. This was known as a Sab- 
bath Day's journey. We also had a good many rules about cere- 
monial cleansing and dietary matters. As I look back on our 
rules now I see that some of them were ridiculous, but they did 
not appear so to me at that time. I thought of them then as the 
essential guides to a godly life. It was on account of them that 
the Pharisees found it difficult to believe Jesus was the Christ, 
for He paid no attention to some of the most important regula- 
tions, especially in regard to the Sabbath. He not only deliberately 
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disregarded them Himself, but He taught His disciples to do 
likewise. Furthermore, He denounced us Pharisees in no un- 
certain terms. He called us hypocrites and said we strained at a 
gnat and swallowed a camel. He compared us to dirty dishes 
that had been cleansed only on the outside, and to sepulchers 
that were beautiful outwardly but inwardly were full of dead 
men's bones. In discrediting us before the people it appeared 
to many of my sect that He was undermining the very founda- 
tions of the moral and religious structure of our day. I have men- 
tioned this so you can realize how deep and broad was the con- 
flict between the members of our sect and Him, and so that you 
can understand some of the difficulties I encountered both in- 
wardly and outwardly in coming to believe in Him. 

I was a member of the ruling body of the Jews, which was 
known as the Sanhedrin. While we were a conquered people and 
our land was occupied by the Romans, who appointed our gov- 
ernors, the Sanhedrin nevertheless was allowed a great deal of 
authority. It was considered quite an honor to be a member of 
the Sanhedrin, but it meant hours of hard work, for it was not 
an easy thing to govern the nation under the circumstances. In 
addition to the complications on account of the Romans we were 
sharply divided among ourselves. Besides the Pharisees some of 
the members were Sadducees. They were the liberals who, for 
instance, thought there was no resurrection of the dead. There 
were also some Herodians, who thought the best course for the 
nation to follow was to become puppets of Herod. Then there 
were the Zealots, who brought pressure upon us constantly to 
start a revolution against the Romans at once and were sadly 
disappointed that Jesus did not consent to lead it. You can see 
that governing Israel was quite a complicated affair. It became 
more so when Jesus appeared upon the scene and people began 
to say He was the Messiah our prophets had foretold would 
come some day and re-establish the throne of David. I hope I 
have not wearied you in giving you this bit of background, for 
I thought it necessary if you are to understand what was involved 
in my becoming a follower of Jesus Christ. 

I first heard about Jesus when He was born. I was quite a young 
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man at that time, and I did not know what to think of the things 
I heard, they were so incredible. These stories of His birth were 
soon forgotten, and I recalled them only when Jesus began to be 
a force among us. I did not hear about the predictions of John 
the Baptist concerning Him until after Jesus became active in 
Jerusalem. About that time we heard also that He had turned 
some water into wine in Galilee, and it was reported that He had 
performed other miracles. 

The thing that first brought Jesus forcibly to my attention was 
the disturbance He caused in the Temple during a Feast of the 
Passover. In order to accommodate worshipers from a distance 
who were unable to bring their sacrifices with them, oxen, sheep, 
and doves were sold by the Temple authorities in the Temple. 
This not only made it easier for the worshipers to secure their 
sacrifices, but it provided a nice source of revenue for the Tem- 
ple. It had started in a small way but had grown to be a big 
business. There was always the question of the propriety of using 
the Temple for such a purpose. Many did not like it, but it had 
proven so convenient and so profitable that little was said against 
it. You can understand how profitable it was when I tell you that 
the worshiper was required to change his money into the coin of 
the Temple before he made a purchase, a fee was charged for 
the exchange, and a profit was made on the dove or animal sold. 
Also a large portion of the sacrifice fell to the priest as his share, 
and since at feast times this amounted to much more than he 
needed, it was sold. It was quite a lucrative business and you can 
see how anybody interfering with it in any way would incur the 
ill will of those who were profiting by it. That is what Jesus did. 
He was so indignant that one day He took a whip and drove out 
the animals and upset the tables of the money-changers. Those 
who saw Him said His eyes blazed as He said, "Take these things 
out and do not make my Father's house a house of merchandise/' 
The matter was reported to the Sanhedrin at once. Everybody 
was talking about it and speculating about the man who dared 
to do such a thing, so I heard about it before the Sanhedrin met 
to consider it officially. The more I heard, the more interested I 
became in the man who had such courage. My interest was 



30 WE MET JESUS 

heightened when I heard that He had been pointed out by John 
the Baptist as the Messiah. Someone said also that He was the 
one about whom much had been said when He was born, for it 
was reported an angel had told some shepherds He was to be the 
Messiah. The man was either the Messiah or a fool, for no one 
in his right mind would dare do what He had done except upon 
high authority. I cannot say that I particularly approved of sell- 
ing sacrifices in the Temple, but it was one of those seemingly 
necessary evils that had grown worse with the passing of time. 
I was rather glad that the disturbance had happened, for I 
thought It might afford an opportunity to correct some of the 
abuses that had grown up in the use of the Temple building. I 
kept silent, however, for all the others were hot against it. We 
heard that when someone asked Jesus to give a sign of His 
authority, He said that if they would destroy the Temple He 
would build it up again in three days. It had taken forty-six 
years to build it, and of course to think of rebuilding it in three 
days was absurd. It was not until after His resurrection that 
people understood that He had meant His body when He said 
that He would raise up "this temple" in three days. 

Jesus was the subject of so many conversations I determined 
to have a talk with Him myself. There was a glimmer of faith In 
me that He really might be the Messiah even though He did not 
act as I thought the Messiah would do, so I made plans to see 
Him. I did not want to stir up too much talk, and besides I 
wanted to have a private conversation with Him at a time when 
we would not be interrupted, so I went to see Him one night. 
We sat alone on the housetop in the cool of the evening and were 
able to talk undisturbed. I opened the conversation by telling 
Him that several of my friends and I knew He must be a teacher 
whom God had sent, for no one could do the things He had done 
if God were not with Him. I thought He might give some reasons 
why we should believe He was sent by God, but He did not, so 
I was not at all prepared for what He did say In reply. He 
looked straight into my eyes as if trying to appraise my sincerity 
and said slowly, "Verily, verily, I say unto you, except a man be 
born anew he cannot see the Kingdom of God." I failed utterly 
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to grasp His meaning. I thought He was talking about a physical 
birth. It sounded ridiculous to me, so I asked Him how a man 
could be born when he was old. "Can he enter into his mother's 
womb/' I said, "and be born a second time?" Again He looked 
at me intently and said, "Verily, verily, I say unto you, except a 
man be born of water and of the Spirit he cannot enter the King- 
dom of God/' Seeing I did not grasp His meaning He explained 
that what was born of the flesh was flesh and what was born of 
the Spirit was spirit. He saw I was still puzzled, so He said, "Do 
not marvel that I said you must be born again." It was some- 
thing like the wind, He said: it blew, and you heard it and felt 
it, but you did not know where it came from nor where it went. 
This was too deep for my understanding, and I said, "How can 
these things be?" Jesus chided me by asking how it was that I 
was one of the masters in Israel and did not know these things. 
He said there was no use in His trying to explain it to me 
further, for if I did not believe the earthly things He had told 
me, how could I believe if He told me about heavenly things? 
Then He said something that amazed me. He said, "No man has 
gone up to heaven except the one who came down from heaven 
that is, the Son of Man who is in heaven." I realized that He was 
talking about Himself. Was He the Son of God? My brain was 
in a whirl. I wanted to believe it but did not dare. It seemed 
incredible, but when I looked at Him I was more than half con- 
vinced it was true. 

As if to enlighten and encourage me, He went on to say that 
as Moses had lifted up the brass serpent in the wilderness in 
order that those who looked upon it could be healed, so it was 
necessary for Him to be lifted up that whoever believed on Him 
might not perish but have everlasting life. He said that God's 
love for the world was so great that He had given His only be- 
gotten Son to save it. He said God had not sent Jesus to condemn 
but to save the world. I did not know what He meant by being 
lifted up, but when He was crucified I understood. Jesus went 
on to say that whosoever believed on Him would not be con- 
demned, but those who refused to believe were condemned al- 
ready. He said that this was evident since light was come into 
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the world and men loved darkness rather than light because 
their deeds were evil If they did right they would not be hiding 
what they did. With this the interview ended and I went away 
pondering both who He was and what He had said to me. Was 
He the Christ or just someone who imagined He was? Had I been 
privileged to hear divine truth directly from the lips of God, or 
was this Jesus a brilliant impostor? 

He remained in Judea only a short time but gained a great 
following among the common people. He went into Galilee and 
from time to time I heard about what He said and did there. 
The more I thought about Him the more I came to believe in 
Him. A year later He was again in Jerusalem for the Passover. I 
heard that He had cured a man there who had been lame from 
birth by simply telling him to take up his bed and walk. I often 
wished I could have had another talk with Him. 

As time went on and His followers increased in number I 
heard more and more about Jesus. People had many ideas about 
Him. Some said He was a prophet, others that He was the Mes- 
siah; still others said He was a fake. There was sharp division 
among the people; some argued one way and some another. As 
for myself, by this time I was convinced that He was the Christ. 
I could not get away from what He had said in the interview 
that night, but I did not have the courage to declare my faith. 
My friends would have looked upon me as a traitor. There was 
quite a flare-up one day in the Sanhedrin when I hinted that 
they were being unfair to Him. It was during the season of the 
Feast of Tabernacles. Jesus was teaching in the Temple when a 
deputation was sent to arrest Him for saying He was the Son of 
God, but the deputation was so captivated by His teaching that 
they came back without Him. When the chief priests asked why 
they did not arrest Him, they hinted that they had been con- 
vinced He was the Christ. They said, "Never man spake like this 
man/' The Pharisees were furious, and asked them angrily, "Have 
you been deceived? Have any of the rulers or the Pharisees be- 
lieved on him?" Then the Pharisees said the officers were accursed 
for not arresting Him. The courage of the officers gave me cour- 
age, so I asked, "Does our law judge a man before it hears him 
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and knows what he has done?" They turned to me angrily and 
said, "Are you a Galilean also? Search your scriptures and you will 
see that no prophet can come from Galilee." I did not say anything 
in reply. I wish now I had told them that I did believe in Him, 
but He left Jerusalem and the incident was soon forgotten. 

A few months later Jesus was in Bethany, a small village three 
miles east of Jerusalem, where He raised from the dead a man 
named Lazarus. The news reached Jerusalem quickly and thou- 
sands went out to Bethany and were convinced it was true. A 
great throng accompanied Jesus into the city one day, shouting 
that He was the Messiah. He went directly to the Temple and 
drove out the money-changers again. This made the chief priests 
and the other leaders determined to get rid of him, for He was 
too great a menace both to their prestige and to their gain from 
the Temple sales. 

A few days later I was awakened before dawn and told to come 
to a meeting of the Sanhedrin. When I arrived most of the others 
were already there. Jesus had been arrested and was before us. 
All was confusion and excitement as the witnesses contradicted 
each other. Finally Caiaphas, the high priest, asked Him if He 
was the Christ, the Son of God. He said He was. Then the chief 
priest tore his clothes and declared Jesus was guilty of blasphemy 
and ought therefore to be put to death. I suppose I should have 
taken His part then; it would not have done any good, but at 
least it would have given me the satisfaction of knowing that I 
had been true to my convictions. As I sat there silent I felt as if 
I had betrayed my best friend. Jesus could not be executed with- 
out Pilate's consent, so He was sent to him and finally, after 
much pressure, Pilate agreed to have Him crucified. 

I saw Jesus on the cross, but I still did not have the courage 
to declare publicly my faith in Him. Finally I saw Him die. 
Then something happened that gave me courage to acknowledge 
my belief in Him, for I was more than ever convinced since I had 
seen Him die. I heard that Joseph of Arimathea, a rich man 
whom I knew well, had asked Pilate's permission to take the 
body down from the cross so that he could bury it in his own 
new tomb in a garden not far away. Joseph had been a secret 
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believer just as I had been. When I heard that, I purchased a 
mixture of myrrh and cloves and came back in time to help him 
take the body off the cross. We had to hurry. The sun was about 
to set so we hastily prepared the body with the spices as best we 
could and wrapped it in linen cloths and laid it in the tomb. I 
was greatly relieved. Come what may, I could at least have some 
respect for myself. I was now on His side and everybody knew it. 
I know what you are saying. I have said it a thousand times 
myself. What a pity I did not declare myself when I first believed. 
It would have been much better. Before you condemn me too 
much, however, it might be a good thing for you to ask yourself 
if you have ever failed Christ because you thought it might hurt 
your standing with some of your friends. Are you standing up 
for Jesus as I should have done? Or are you cringing in fear of 
what would happen if you became a full-fledged disciple? I hope 
my story will help you see the folly of doing as I did, and will 
lead you to declare yourself for Him publicly at once. 



. . . this woman was not old, and yet was not young some- 
where in that border land between youth and middle age. In her 
face are lingering traces of a departed beauty, and from her 
conversation it is evident that she has a quick, engaging, and 
pleasing mind. It is not hard to understand how she charmed 
so many lovers. 

Clarence E. Macartney 



Her first marriage had gone upon the rocks. But since hope 
springs eternal in the human breast she had made a second 
venture. But this also ended in disaster. Then had followed a 
third, then a fourth, then a fifth. In fact, marriage became a 
habit. She had flitted from one husband to another, as a bird 
flits from branch to branch in a tree. Thus, it is evident that she 
was a very modern woman. She would have felt very much at 
home in our city or in Hollywood. 

Clovis G. Chappell 



Once she was converted to faith in Christ, she wished to share 
her joy with others, her friends and neighbors. She had courage 
and skill to take right hold all by herself and to bring the peo- 
ple to Jesus that they might see for themselves. 

A. T. Robertson 



THE SAMARITAN WOMAN 

"There cometh a woman of Samaria." 
John 4:7 



THE DAY I met Jesus I was in no mood to meet anyone. I 
was tired and hot and out of humor because it was neces- 
sary for me to go to the well in the noonday heat. As you 
know, we women of Palestine carried all the water used in the 
home, and since the sun is very hot during the day we tried to 
bring enough water in the cool of the morning to last until sun- 
set. If the supply ran out before sundown, as it occasionally did, 
someone had to bring more regardless of the heat. That was what 
happened the day I met Jesus. Some have explained my going 
out to the well at noontime by saying I wanted to avoid the 
women who made it unpleasant for me. The well was a common 
meeting place for all women, where ideas and events were dis- 
cussed and the gossip was passed along. As a rule I was ignored, 
but I knew from their manner and scornful glances that deroga- 
tory remarks were being made about me. Sometimes a bold one 
would taunt me and I would answer taunt with taunt. Some of 
them had never married and I told them they were jealous, for I 
had had five husbands and many men friends. My fondness for 
the men and the fact that I had a way with them made me un- 
popular with the women and did my character no good. 

The people of our town often bragged that our well had never 
gone dry since Jacob dug it hundreds of years before, and that 
the water was always refreshingly sweet and cool. To me it was 
just a well, and that day as I trudged along in the heat and dust 
I wished Jacob had dug it a little closer to my home. From a 
distance I saw a man sitting on the well curb and I wondered 
who He was and what He was doing there, for I knew most of 
the men in the neighborhood. As I drew near I saw He was a 
stranger and decided that He was a traveler, for the highway was 
not far away. People going between Jerusalem and Galilee often 
stopped here to slake their thirst and rest awhile under a nearby 
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tree. The man looked tired and worn as if He had come a long 
way, and His clothes were dusty. I was feeling a little sorry for 
Him until He spoke, but then I knew He was a Jew. We Samari- 
tans hated the Jews. They were so overbearing and thought them- 
selves so much better than we. Given a chance they would berate 
us as the scum of the earth. The feeling was so bitter that in some 
of our villages one would not be allowed to spend the night. 
When this Jew asked me for a drink I let Him know how I felt 
about the Jews in general. I said sarcastically, "How is it that you, 
a Jew, have condescended to ask a favor of a Samaritan and a 
woman at that?" Maybe if I had not been out of sorts I would not 
have been so sharp. After what happened I have wished a thou- 
sand times that I had held my tongue. He had done nothing to 
me and there was no reason for me to vent my vexation against 
Him. 

He did not seem to mind that I had tried to insult Him. He 
simply said quietly that if I had known about the gift of God's 
grace to the world and who He was, instead of His asking me 
for water I would have been asking Him, and He would have 
given me living water. I did not know who He was, nor what 
He meant by the gift of God, but I did know that the well was 
deep and He did not have anything with which to draw water, 
and I told Him so. I came to understand later that He meant 
God's gift of salvation to sinful people. Then I asked Him if He 
thought He was better than our forefather, Jacob, who had dug 
this well ages ago, and given us this water. He did not seem to 
notice that I had mentioned Jacob. He went right on telling me 
about the water that He had to give. He said it was not like that 
in the well, for He said if you drank of the water He could give 
you would never be thirsty again. Moreover, it was like a never- 
failing spring inside of you that would give you life eternal. If 
it had not been for His manner I might have thought He was 
trying to joke with me. So many men did tease me and I teased 
them back, but I knew this man was not joking. Maybe it was 
His eyes that made me know they were so gentle, the most gentle 
I had ever seen. Or it might have been His voice it was so calm; 
or maybe it was His sincere, courteous manner. I was sure He was 
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a man of good character, and would not soil Himself with the 
likes of me. I knew there was something more to the water He 
had to give than appeared on the surface, but His meaning was 
too deep for me then. I was sure of one thing, though, if there 
was any water to be had without carrying it I certainly wanted it. 
I told Him to give it to me. I know now that He meant the gift 
of grace He wanted to give me would be like a perpetual foun- 
tain of spiritual satisfaction that would flow on throughout this 
life and into life eternal. 

He changed the subject abruptly. At least I thought He did, 
but now I see He was just beginning to give me the living water. 
He startled me by saying, "Go bring your husband here." Who 
was this man? His question was like a knife in my soul. What 
did He know about me? I had never seen Him before. He kept 
looking straight into my eyes. I was so confused I did not know 
what to say. I was a turmoil inside, for I suspected now that He 
knew all about me, but somehow I knew He was more sympa- 
thetic than critical and I believed He wanted to help me. Did I 
dare believe I could be a better woman? I was ashamed in His 
presence. All the hatred and fight had gone out of me, and I 
could look into His eyes no longer. Hanging my head I finally 
said, "I have no husband." He said He knew I was telling the 
truth. He knew also that I had had five husbands, and that I was 
now living with a man to whom I was not married. I started to 
flare up and tell Him to mind His own business. It was not any of 
His affair whether I was or was not married. But somehow I 
knew it wouldn't do any good to flare up against this man. I was 
so embarrassed I did not know what to do, so I tried to change 
the subject. 

When I looked up I saw the mountain where we worshiped. It 
gave me an idea and I said, "Sir, you are a prophet. Tell me, 
which is the proper place to worship, down in Jerusalem or up 
here in this mountain?" I knew the Jews thought that we ought 
not to have an altar here. We worshiped the same God, but they 
thought it was a sin to offer sacrifices in any place other than 
their Temple in Jerusalem. It did not make any difference to me 
for I took little stock in religion anyway, it might interfere with 
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some things I liked to do. I felt rather proud of myself that I 
had thought up this question to divert the man's attention. It was 
an old trick I had learned to ask a person's opinion about some 
controversial idea when I wanted to change the subject. It gen- 
erally worked, but it didn't work with this stranger. 

He looked straight at me again and spoke so seriously I knew 
that what He was saying was important. He said, "Woman, be- 
lieve me, the time is soon coming when it will not make any 
difference whether people worship God here or in Jerusalem/' 
He said God was a Spirit, and wanted people to worship Him 
from the heart in sincerity "in spirit and in truth" was the way 
He put it. I understood Him to mean that neither the place nor 
the form of worship is important. It was hard for me to believe 
that people could worship God without altars and sacrifices, but 
that is what He said and that is the way it has turned out. He 
evidently had in mind then that Christianity, with its direct ap- 
proach to God, would supersede the old way of worshiping Him. 
I took it that He meant the old forms were not to be done away 
with so much as that they would flower into a better way. He 
said salvation was to come from the Jews and that their religion 
was of a divine origin whereas ours was not. They knew what 
they worshiped but we did not always know. I may not have 
rightly understood the meaning of all He said, but I was con- 
vinced that He was no ordinary man so I said I was sure that 
when the Messiah came He would make all these things clear. 

Then He said something that took my breath away. He said 
He was the Messiah. I was speechless. Could it be possible? It was! 
He was the Messiah! That was the explanation of how He knew 
so much about me, and about the kind of worship that was 
pleasing to God. That is why He spoke so kindly. I had known 
all along He was some unusual person. I thought to myself, the 
long promised Messiah was here, and He had spoken to me, and 
I had flippantly tried to insult Him and pick a quarrel with Him! 
Before I could say anything more His disciples, who had gone 
into the village to get food, came back. They were surprised to 
find Him talking to me. They did not say anything but I could 
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see they did not approve. In my perplexed but happy state of 
mind I hurried home, leaving my water pot at the well. 

I learned later that after I had gone the disciples offered Him 
the food they had brought, but He would eat nothing, saying 
He was not hungry. He said the real food that sustained Him 
was doing the will of His heavenly Father and accomplishing the 
work He was sent to do. He had become so absorbed in helping 
me that He had forgotten He was tired and hungry. He wanted 
His disciples to understand that it is more important to think of 
saving souls than to think of eating. He told them they must not 
think that they had plenty of time, like the four months between 
seedtime and harvest the harvest was already ripe. Perhaps He 
was thinking about me and the way He had just brought me to 
believe in Him. He said all they had to do was to look about 
them and they would see souls that needed to be reaped like a 
harvest that had ripened. He told them not to be surprised at 
this, for in the matter of souls one often sowed and others reaped. 

When I got back to the city I told everybody I met about 
what had happened at the well. I did not tell them that He was 
the Messiah for they would have laughed at me. I could not have 
blamed them, for everybody knew what sort of a woman I had 
been. Had I been in their place I would not have believed either, 
and even I who had seen and heard found it hard to believe that 
it had really happened. I still could not understand why He 
bothered with a sinner like me. I suppose nobody will ever un- 
derstand His love for us poor sinners. No, I did not tell them 
that He was the Messiah, or that I believed that He was. I told 
them I had just met a most unusual man at the well a man who 
knew all about me without being told. In fact, He could tell me 
everything that I had ever done. Then I said, "I do not suppose 
He could be the Messiah, could He?" 

Everybody went out to the well to see Him. After they had 
talked with Him a little while they were so impressed they asked 
Him to come into the city. He did and stayed with us two whole 
days, and many talked with Him, asking Him a lot of questions. 
He told them about His Father's Kingdom and how He had 
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come to save lost sinners. Many came to believe as I did that He 
was the Christ, and said to me, "We did not believe you at first, 
but now since we have seen and heard Him ourselves we know 
that He is indeed the Saviour of the world." Life was not the 
same for me or for many in the village after that day when I met 
Jesus. That was a long time ago, but I remember it as the most 
important day of my life, I have not told you my name. It is not 
important that you know it. The important thing is that I met 
the Master, and He brought me to my senses and changed my 
whole manner of life. I am content to be known simply as "The 
Samaritan Woman." I am happy that many others came to be- 
lieve in Him because of me. My hope is that you will come to 
know Him and to love Him. That is why I have told you what 
happened the day I met Jesus. Some of you have met Him and 
I do hope that all the rest of you will meet Him. I know He 
wants to meet you. You can meet Him today if you really want 
to, for He is knocking at your heart's door and asking you to let 
Him in. Why don't you? 



It is quite impossible to over-estimate the value and impor- 
tance of this story of the cleansing of the leper. Taken as a 
separate story, it is full of light, and indeed presents the evangel 
in a picture. If, however, it be taken in connection with the 
ethical Manifesto of Jesus, it is even more suggestive, and more 
wonderful. 

G. Campbell Morgan 



We preachers have it for one of our first duties to try to rouse 
men to the recognition of the facts of their spiritual condi- 
tion, and all our efforts are too often as I, for my part, some- 
times half despairingly feel when I stand in the pulpit like a 
firebrand dropped into a pond, which hisses for a moment and 
then is extinguished. Men and women sit in pews listening con- 
tentedly and quietly, who, if they saw themselves, I do not say 
even as God sees them, but as others see them, would know that 
the leprosy is deep in them, and the taint patent to every eye. 

Alexander Maclaren 



A LEPER OF GALILEE 

"There came a leper to him." 
Mark 1:40 



THERE ARE TWO DAYS I shall never forget. One is the 
day I found out I was a leper, the other is the day Jesus 
cured me. None of you can ever know fully what those two 
days mean to me, for you have never been a leper and I hope you 
never will be. I know Christ has done marvelous things for some 
of you, probably just as marvelous as He did for me, so you al- 
ready know about His remarkable power and His matchless 
love. Most of you love Him as much as I do, and some of you 
like to tell the great things He has done for you. So I know you 
will be interested in hearing how I came to believe in Him. Per- 
haps my telling it will cause some others to trust Him, then He 
will use His divine power to help them and they will love Him 
also. I wish I could tell the story better, for I want every one of 
you to trust and love Him. I know Jesus is as ready to help you 
as He was to cure me. 

I hardly know where to begin. Suppose I begin with the time 
I found out I was a leper. One day I noticed a spot on my arm 
that itched a little, but I did not think anything about it at the 
time. It was a cluster of small reddish pimples with a little pus in 
them. I had had some sores before, so I thought they would go 
away in a few days if I did not scratch them. I did not even think 
it worth mentioning, but my wife saw the place on my arm and 
put some salve on it and tied it up. The cluster grew to be about 
the size of a large coin and then started to heal in the middle. The 
salve was healing it up, so I thought. The pimples in the middle 
disappeared completely. They had come first, so it was natural 
they would go away first. It was healed up except for a ring 
around the outside edge. I did not see any need to keep the 
bandage on any longer, so I took it off. When the sore did not 
finish healing in a few days I put on some more of the salve 
and tied the arm up again. It did not do any good this time, so 
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I took the bandage off. I saw my wife was worried about some- 
thing, but she would not tell me what it was. She kept insisting 
that I go to a doctor, but I did not see any need to do so. My arm 
would get well in a few days anyway. Then I noticed that the 
outside edge was raised up a little, so that it had a saucer-like 
appearance, and some little fine scales were sloughing off. It 
itched a great deal now. I noticed that some people stared at 
the place on my arm, and I thought some of my friends were 
avoiding me. I was puzzled at their behavior at first, then it be- 
gan to dawn on me that they thought I had leprosy. How ridicu- 
lous! I would go right down to the synagogue and have the priest 
examine my arm and pronounce it only a sore. When the priest 
looked at it his face grew serious as he said it would be seven 
days before he could tell for certain, and I would have to be 
confined until then. O God, was it possible that I was a leper? 
I went through hell those seven days. The priest examined me 
every day but would not say what he thought. When on the 
eighth day he told me it was leprosy I could not believe it. 

What had I done to deserve this at the hands of God? Our 
Hebrew word for leprosy means "smitten." It refers to the be- 
lief that anyone who has leprosy is smitten of God. The anguish 
of it was more than I could bear. I had not been the best of men, 
but I had not done anything to deserve being made a leper. 
There were many worse than I and God had not smitten them. 
I was unclean, an outcast from men, under God's wrath. I began 
to think about the lepers I had known. Theirs was a horrible lot. 
I would rather have been dead. My wife was not surprised when 
I told her, for she had been suspecting it all along. Nobody will 
ever know the bitterness of my soul that day I walked out from 
my home never to return as I thought. In a daze I passed the 
city gate, not knowing where I was going. I knew I could never 
come into the city again, for that was against the law. I felt like 
cursing God and letting Him strike me dead. He had not treated 
me fairly. How mistaken I wasl I know now that I was not smitten 
by God, but that was what all our people thought about leprosy, 
so it was natural that I should have the same idea. How much 
anguish I would have been spared if I had known then that 
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leprosy was like any other disease, and that God was a loving 
Father who would go to any length to help me. 

I soon met other lepers. They were dirty and ragged beyond 
description, and I saw in them what I would soon be, and shud- 
dered. But for all their rough exterior they were kind and helped 
me to find shelter and taught me how to beg. They made it a 
point to go to the banquets people gave, waiting outside until 
someone took pity on them and gave them the leftover food. We 
lived in shacks and caves, just anywhere we could find or im- 
provise a shelter. As time went on I became more accustomed to 
my lot, but my condition grew worse steadily until I was full of 
leprosy and abandoned hope of ever being cured or seeing my 
family again. It was just a matter of keeping body and soul to- 
gether until death would release me. 

One day I heard about a man who turned water into wine at a 
wedding feast in Cana. It was a big wedding and when more 
people came than were expected they ran out of wine. Jesus was 
the name of the man who did this miraculous thing. He was one 
of the kinfolk who lived in Nazareth and had come to the 
wedding with His mother. They said He was a sort of prophet 
who had been associated with the preacher John the Baptist down 
in Judea. Some said they heard that there had been some super- 
natural demonstrations when He was born. It was something 
about a star and some angels but they were vague about it. There 
was a lot of talk but nobody seemed to know much for certain 
about Him. He had just begun to preach in Galilee. Of course 
we lepers did not hear directly anything that was said, but we 
did discuss it a lot among ourselves. A man must have some 
kind of unusual power to be able to change water into wine, for 
everybody agreed that there was no chance for a trick in it. How- 
ever, this talk soon died down and we forgot all about it. 

Then one day another most unusual thing happened in Cana. 
The man who had turned water into wine was visiting His kin- 
folks again, and while He was there a nobleman from Capernaum 
came riding up swiftly with his horse in a lather. It was apparent 
he had been riding hard. I saw him go by and wondered why 
he was in such a hurry. He went straight to the house in which 
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Jesus was staying and was there only a short time before he came 
galloping back, but not quite so fast as before. Everybody was 
curious about him, for it was an unusual thing for a nobleman 
to be in such a hurry. I learned later that his son was at the point 
of death and that he had asked Jesus to go with him to heal him. 
It seems that Jesus told him it was not necessary for Him to go, 
that his son would recover. It turned out that the fever had left 
the boy at the very time that Jesus had told the nobleman to go 
back home because his son would live. It was quite a coincidence. 
It set me to thinking maybe it was not a coincidence, maybe 
this man did have some supernatural power so I went to Caper- 
naum to see if I could find out more about Him. 

At Capernaum I went to hear Him teach. He taught out in 
the open so I slipped to the outskirts of a crowd where I would 
not be noticed and could both see and hear Him. He was talking 
about the Kingdom of God, and saying that people should re- 
pent for the Kingdom was at hand. I did not know exactly what 
He meant by that, but it had something to do with the coming 
of the Messiah. Everybody was discussing Him and what He said. 
Some argued that He was a prophet, and some even said that He 
was the Messiah. Those who had seen and heard Him when they 
were down in Jerusalem at the last Passover Feast told about 
what He had said and done there. Others said that the people 
over in Nazareth where He had been reared did not believe in 
Him. They said He was only a carpenter's son who somehow had 
gotten the idea that He was the Messiah. The Jews there would 
not let Him teach in their synagogue. It was said that the mem- 
bers of His family thought Him somewhat unbalanced and did 
not believe in His claims. As for myself, I did not know what to 
think. He certainly was different from the rabbis I had known. 
He was so sincere and seemed to know what He was talking 
about. There was something about Him that drew one to Him; 
I could not explain exactly what it was. 

Jesus was seeking some men to help Him. The first to consent 
were two sets of brothers. One morning as Jesus was sitting in a 
boat teaching the people assembled before Him on the shore, a 
fisherman's boat came up to dock. The men in the boat had been 
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out all night and had caught nothing. Jesus called to them to 
tfirow their net over on the other side into the deep water. You 
could see they thought it would do no good, but they tried it 
anyway, and to their astonishment pulled in so many fish the net 
broke. Their leader was named Peter. As soon as he got to shore 
he fell down and worshiped Jesus. For some reason or other Peter 
told Jesus how big a sinner he was and that he was not worthy 
to be in His presence. The other fishermen were Peter's brother 
Andrew and their friends James and John, the sons of a man 
named Zebedee. Jesus asked them to quit their fishing and travel 
with Him, promising them that He would make them fishers of 
men. And they did follow Him, waiting only until their boats had 
been brought in to the land. It made a tremendous impression 
upon everybody. It made me think He must be more than an 
ordinary man. 

When the Sabbath came, Jesus went to the synagogue and 
right before everybody's eyes healed a man who was possessed of 
demons. Of course I did not see it, for lepers were not allowed 
inside of the city, much less in the synagogue. A man who did 
see it told me about it. He said that while Jesus was teaching, 
the demons in the man spoke out and asked if He intended to 
destroy them. They said they knew who He was that He was 
the Holy One from God. Jesus told the demons to keep quiet 
and come out of him. They made a loud noise as if they were 
protesting, but they came out. Everybody was amazed. I was 
convinced that if Jesus could cure a demon-possessed man He 
could cure me. I determined to find some way to get to see Him 
and ask Him to heal me. 

Another thing happened that convinced me more than ever 
that this man had divine power to heal people. The mother-in- 
law of Peter, one of the fishermen who had decided to go with 
Him, was sick with a fever. Jesus went to see her and it was re- 
ported that all He did was to touch her and the fever left im- 
mediately. 

He did not stay in Capernaum very long, but traveled all over 
Galilee, teaching, preaching, and healing. I followed Him as best 
I could, hoping for an opportunity to speak to Him. One night 
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He came out to the mountain where I was staying, and several 
of us lepers saw Him there praying. He prayed almost all night. 
I asked my fellow lepers if they thought He could heal one of us. 
They laughed at me and said of course not, that nobody could 
cure leprosy, it was a curse from God, Just the same I believed 
that He could, so I followed Him back into the city. It was 
against the law for lepers to go into the city, but in the early 
morning few people were out so nobody noticed me. When I 
came near to Him I cried, "Unclean, unclean/' as we were re- 
quired to do when we came near any person. I said it softly, so 
as not to attract anybody's attention. Jesus turned, and as I 
looked into His face I saw written there pity and kindness. It 
seemed to hurt Him that I was so full of leprosy, and that gave me 
courage to fall down at His feet and ask Him to heal me. I told 
Him I knew He could, if He would. He reached out His hand 
and touched me and said, "Be thou clean." It was an instantane- 
ous miracle. The leprosy vanished! I was well like other people! 
I would not have to beg any more! I could associate with people! 
I could go home! 

Christ had had compassion on me. I had known He would. I 
thank God He gave me the faith to believe that Jesus is the Son 
of God and our Saviour. I could not understand why everybody 
did not believe on Him. He had delivered me from the curse of 
leprosy, and what is more I am sure He loved me. That Is why 
He touched me when He healed me. It made me know that He 
would do anything to help us poor sinful creatures if we only 
came to Him. I could not understand why anybody hated Him, 
any more than I could understand why He loved me. I certainly 
never will understand why He died to save people, but it made 
me know for a surety that my leprosy had not come as a curse 
from God. There had to be some other explanation for it. If 
God was like Christ He would not do such a thing. I was no 
longer bitter, nor was I afraid of God now. I loved Him because 
I knew He loved me. 

After Christ had healed me He told me to go to the priest and 
get a certificate that I was no longer a leper. The priest was sur- 
prised to see me and he examined me very closely, questioning 
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me about how Christ had done it I told the priest that all He did 
was to say, "Be thou clean," and the leprosy left me. It was 
evident that the priest did not approve of Jesus, but finally he 
pronounced me cured, and I offered the sacrifices required in the 
law of Moses. 

Jesus had also told me not to tell anybody what had happened, 
but I could not keep still about it. I simply had to tell it; be- 
sides, everybody could see that I was cured. As soon as the news 
got around, hundreds of people came to Jesus with their sick. So 
many came that He had no rest day or night, and finally had to 
withdraw into the wilderness to rest and pray. 

Well, that's what happened to me the day I met Jesus. I hope 
it will help you to believe in Him and love Him as I do. 



The story is one of the most touching which even the word 
of God contains; and we shall all be the better for coming once 
again into contact with "the heart of Christ/* as it is here re- 
vealed. The expositor's only anxiety is, lest, by his handling of 
that which is so exquisite, he should leave the mark of his de- 
filing touch upon its loveliness. 

William M. Taylor 



This woman represents all those loyal lovers of Christ who 
stand ready to give Him as a sign of their devotion and grati- 
tude something that really costs. Devotion that involves no ex- 
pense means nothing. 

Ozora S. Davis 



Her whole nature was for the time absorbed in devotion to 
Jesus . . . Her impulsive temperament, which had possibly led 
her astray at first, now stands her in good stead, and rebukes our 
cold and tardy expressions of gratitude, our cautious and tim- 
orous professions of love to Christ. 

Marcus Dods 



The two persons presented to us represent two remarkable ex- 
tremes. They are the extremes of social position, and almost 
surely also of the locality of their residence. The fact that in our 
story we find them under the same roof is wholly due to the 
presence of Jesus. . . . Kipling told us that West and East shall 
never meet. There may be an element of truth in that on the 
human level, but social differences constantly meet in the pres- 
ence of the Lord. 

G. Campbell Morgan 



A SINFUL WOMAN OF GALILEE' 

"A woman . . . which was a sinner." 
Luke 7:37 



NOBODY KNOWS my name. Sometimes it is best not to 
know a person's name, especially if the person has done 
something to discredit it. I suppose that is why, in writ- 
ing about me, Dr. Luke referred to me only as "A woman . . . 
which was a sinner." Of course it would make no difference now 
if he had given you my name for I lived almost two thousand 
years ago. Sometimes I wish he had, for it would have kept some 
people from supposing that I was Mary Magdalene, or Mary the 
sister of Martha, simply because they mistakenly thought Mary 
Magdalene was a woman of my stripe and because Mary, the sister 
of Martha, anointed Jesus with precious ointment, as I did. I am 
sorry that anyone should associate my sinfulness with either of 
them. It does seem that people are too prone to jump to con- 
clusions when something bad is involved. It is much easier to 
remember the bad and to forget the good about people. Most 
people forget that I was converted and became a follower of Jesus 
Christ and remember me only as "A woman . . . which was a 
sinner." It seems that the evil I did must forever cling to me, even 
though my life was changed when I came to love the Master with 
all my heart. 

During my wayward years I was so brazen that almost every- 
one in my town knew me for what I was. Consequently, I was 
shunned by the respectable people and ostracized from decent 
society. That only made me the more defiant of the rules of com- 
mon decency. I cannot say that I was ever satisfied with my 
sinful way of life, for I could never get away entirely from the 
ideas of my girlhood. While there were moments when I de- 
spised myself, and longed for a life of purity, I was unwilling to 
break away from the kind of life I had known so long. It is much 
easier to get into my way of living than to get out of it. 



* In this chapter the chronology is based on A Harmony of the Four Gospels in English, 
by Edward Robinson, revised by M. B. Riddle, D.D. 
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I suppose I would have continued as I was if curiosity had not 
led me to hear Jesus one day. Everyone talked so much about the 
miracles He did and the things He said that 1 decided to see and 
hear Him for myself. What I expected Him to be I do not know 
exactly, but He was not at all as I had pictured Him. He was in 
His early thirties and so vibrant with life that He aroused the 
whole countryside. His eyes lit up as He talked, sometimes flash- 
ing burning indignation as He condemned sin, and other times 
flooding with tender compassion as He pleaded for repentance. 
Anyone could see that He genuinely loved all people, even sin- 
ners like me, and wanted to help them. There was something 
about Him that made me sure He was really a teacher sent from 
God. The first time I heard Him speak, He upbraided the cities in 
which He had been doing His miracles, because they did not re- 
pent. The awful sternness in His voice and the terrible flashing 
condemnation in His eyes made me tremble as I heard Him pro- 
nounce woe after woe upon nearby Bethsaida and Chorazin. He 
said that their corruption was even worse than that of Tyre and 
Sidon, which would have repented in sackcloth and ashes if 
they had seen such mighty works as had been done in Bethsaida 
and Chorazin. He turned upon Capernaum and with biting 
sarcasm and bitter condemnation compared her to wicked Sodom. 
I can hear Him yet as He said, "And you, Capernaum, who exalt 
yourself as high as heaven, shall be brought down to hell, for 
even evil Sodom would have repented and have escaped destruc- 
tion if the mighty works done in your midst had been done in 
her." He paused for a moment as if to give the crowd time to 
grasp more fully the significance of what He had said. Then with 
His eyes flashing fire He continued in measured words, "I say 
unto you that it shall be more tolerable for the land of Sodom 
in the day of judgment than for you." Some were deeply moved, 
others appeared not to be impressed at all. I knew His condemna- 
tion was just; fear gripped my soul. He seemed to be speaking 
directly to me, for I knew I personified the evils of Capernaum. 

When He finished pronouncing these terrible woes He lifted 
up His eyes to heaven and began to thank God that the things 
He had been saying had been hid from the so-called wise and 
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prudent, but were now revealed to the common people. He said 
all things had been delivered to Him by His Father, whom no- 
body really knew except Himself, and those to whom He had 
revealed Him. As He prayed, all the fire and wrath went out of 
His eyes and voice, and in their place came a tenderness which, 
when He began to speak to us again, broke my heart. As I 
listened to Him and felt He was speaking especially to me, He 
lifted up His arms in a gesture of welcome and His deep, rich 
voice pleaded, "Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you, and 
learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in heart: and ye shall find 
rest unto your souls. For my yoke is easy, and my burden is light." 
I was drawn to Him by an irresistible force. My heart dissolved in 
penitence, and submerged love unutterable came out of the 
depths of my being to flood my life. I was a new woman; born 
again, as you would say. I had often seen good people but none 
like this one. He was not repelled by me as some had been, who 
had drawn their robes about them as I passed by, lest they be 
defiled. He made me believe my lost innocence could be restored. 
When He finished speaking He went away so quickly with His 
disciples that I had no opportunity to tell Him what had hap- 
pened deep down inside of me. I went back to my old neighbor- 
hood, for I had no place else to go. But it was now repulsive, and 
I was filled with bitter remorse as I abhorred myself and my 
old way of life. I resolved to see this man and talk with Him and 
was wondering where I could find Him, when I heard that He 
was to be guest at a feast given by Simon, the well-known Phari- 
see. I felt I must see Jesus again and let Him know how much I 
loved Him for what He had done for me, so I took almost all the 
money I had and bought an alabaster box of ointment and went 
uninvited to Simon's house. I probably should explain here that 
feasts of the sort Simon was giving were not strictly private 
affairs. Anyone who desired could go and watch, and many of 
the poor people did. The invited guests reclined on couches 
around the table with their feet extending back from them. The 
onlookers sat on chairs arranged for them around the wall, or 
stood watching the host and his guests and the progress of the 
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many courses, listening to the conversation while they waited 
for the time when they would share in the bounties left over 
from the feast. 

I wondered why Simon was giving the feast for Jesus, for I 
did not think Simon was one of His followers. Few of the Phari- 
sees were. Most of them set so much store by their traditions and 
ritual, which Jesus often completely disregarded and sometimes 
ridiculed, that they were against Him. I thought it barely possi- 
ble that Simon had been impressed by Jesus and wanted to know 
Him better, or even that he might be thinking about becoming 
one of His followers. How mistaken I wasl Soon it became ap- 
parent that he was merely curious about Jesus and desirous of 
finding fault. The feast turned out to be no more than an under- 
handed way of investigating Jesus with a view to discrediting 
Him. 

When I arrived at Simon's house the feast had already begun. 
The guests were already reclining on their couches at the table 
and many onlookers were standing around. They were surprised 
that such a one as I should have dared to come in, and all stopped 
talking and stared at me. Disapproval was written plainly on 
their faces. The look in Simon's eyes told me he recognized me 
and was both embarrassed and enraged at my presence. None of 
them knew the change that had taken place in my heart or that 
I had given up my sinful life and was now making every effort 
to be a follower of Jesus. So intense was their resentment of my 
presence that none of them noticed the box of precious ointment 
that I had tucked in the folds of my dress. The onlookers drew 
back and let me pass as I went unhindered to the couch where 
Jesus was reclining. No one said a word; the silence and their 
merciless stares were exceedingly painful. I stood there for a 
moment embarrassed beyond words, so filled with fear and shame 
that I could scarcely lift my eyes. Tears flooded my cheeks and 
dropped down on the outstretched feet of Jesus. I was more em- 
barrassed than ever. I stooped down and wiped them off with my 
hair, and, overwhelmed with a great emotion, dropped to my 
knees and smothered His feet in kisses. The room was as still as 
death as I opened the box and poured the ointment on His feet. 
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As the aroma of it filled the room I looked up and saw Simon 
scowling at me as if he would have me put out, and then I saw 
him shift his gaze to Jesus. His expression changed to a nasty 
sneer as if he were saying to himself in utter contempt of Jesus, 
"So this is the man who claims to be the Messiah, and He does 
not even have insight enough to know that this woman is a harlot, 
else He would not tolerate her/' 

Jesus broke the silence by turning to Simon as if He were an- 
swering the accusation He had read in his mind, and said, 
"Simon, I have something to say to you, if you would like to hear 
it." Simon replied, "What is it? Continue/' Jesus said to him, 
"Two men were indebted to a certain man. One of them owed 
him five hundred denarii, and the other fifty, and neither of them 
could repay him, so he forgave them both. Now, Simon, which of 
them will love him the more?" Without hesitation, Simon re- 
plied that he supposed it would be the one who was forgiven the 
more. Jesus told him that he was correct, and then indicating me 
with a nod, said, "Simon, do you see this woman? I came into 
your house as your guest and you did not greet me with a kiss, 
but she has kissed my feet continually ever since she came in. You 
did not anoint my head with oil, but she has anointed my feet 
with precious ointment. You did not even show me the courtesy 
of supplying water to wash the dust from my feet, and she has 
washed them with her tears." Simon made no reply; the manner 
in which he had received Jesus had lacked all the marks of com- 
mon courtesy and he could not deny it. His scheme to discredit 
Jesus had belittled himself in the eyes of all present. He had been 
rude and the rebuke was just. Both he and I knew now that the 
reason Jesus had made no objection to me was not because He 
did not know who I was but because He had read my penitent 
heart and knew I loved Him. Still looking at Simon, the Master 
continued, "Her sins, which are many, are forgiven, for she loves 
much; but he who is forgiven little loves little." Then He turned 
to me and said, "Your sitis are forgiven." 

I cannot possibly describe the relief that came to me when He 
said, "Your sins are forgiven." It would be impossible for you to 
understand it, anyway, unless you, too, have felt the same terrible 
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shame and awful burden of your sins as I had since I had first 
met the Master, and unless you have had a similar experience of 
forgiveness. It was the happiest moment of my life. It was as if 
the sun had burst forth, dispelling the darkness that had so long 
enveloped me. It was as if the burden that had been crushing the 
life out of me was suddenly lifted and I was forever free. It was as 
if the sentence of eternal doom had been withdrawn and I was no 
longer destined to drink the dreadful dregs of my misdeeds for- 
ever. It was as if a celestial light had lit my soul, purifying my 
ugly life with its holy rays. To my way of thinking, having one's 
sins forgiven must always rank as one of the greatest spiritual 
experiences. 

His saying, "Your sins are forgiven/' was like exploding a 
bombshell amidst those around the table. They were so utterly 
unprepared for a statement like that from Him that it took 
them by complete surprise. You could tell that they were think- 
ing, "Who is this, who even forgives sins?" It made them forget 
all about me. Some of them were quite angry with Jesus and 
showed plainly that they resented the claim that He could for- 
give sins, since that was something only God could do. To some 
of them it sounded like the worst blasphemy, for it was putting 
Himself on an equal rank with God. As for me, I did not pretend 
to understand how He could forgive sins, but I believed He had 
forgiven mine. Of course neither I nor anyone else there under- 
stood then, as we do now, that He was really the Son of God, who 
had come down from heaven to help us poor sinners, and that 
He had the same power as God to forgive sins. 

While they were arguing with each other about His authority 
to forgive sins, He said to me, "Your faith has saved you; go in 
peace/' So I left quickly. As I went out, "Your faith has saved 
you" kept running through my mind over and over again. At 
first I did not know its meaning, but after a while I came to see 
that faith to believe in Him had come to me when I had first 
gone to hear Him preach. I began to suspect that there had been 
a trace of faith mingled with my curiosity; whether there was or 
not, it was clear to me that I did believe and that my faith in 
Him had saved me from my former self. It was a simple truth, 
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but what a revolutionary power it was in my case! I have since 
learned that it is the basic factor in anyone's salvation. I have 
come to see that faith is the key that unlocks the golden casket of 
God's great gifts to men, among which there is none greater than 
forgiveness. I do hope that you believe in Him, for if you do He 
will save you as He saved me. 

When Jesus said my faith had saved me He also said, "Go in 
peace/* A peace that passed all understanding filled my heart 
then and has filled it ever since. Before there had been a turmoil 
within, now there was peace. The accusing conscience, the ani- 
mosity born of the ostracism by others, and the headstrong de- 
termination to live my life as I pleased were all gone now, and 
I was at peace with myself, my fellows, and my God. Some of you 
know what I mean, for one of your hymn writers has said: 

"What a treasure I have in this wonderful peace, 
Buried deep in the heart of my soul; 
So secure that no power can mine it away, 
While the years of eternity roll." 



7 



What Is meant then by demon-possessed, or demonised, or 
demoniac, is that a man may be completely under the power and 
influence of an evil spirit. 

It would appear that an evil spirit seduces a man, and the 
man yields, and that repeatedly, until presently he becomes com- 
pletely mastered by the evil spirit. In that sense he is possessed 
by it. His thinking is under its mastery; his emotion responds to 
its impulses; and his will is dominated by the demon. 

G. Campbell Morgan 



, . . not merely a maniac, but a demoniac. He is not a man at 
war with himself, but a man at war with other beings, who have 
forced themselves into his house of life. At least, so says Mark, 
and so said Jesus; and if the story before us is true, its subse- 
quent incidents compel the acceptance of that explanation. What 
went into the herd of swine? 

Alexander Maclaren 



THE DEMONIAC OF GADARA 

"There met him out of the tombs a man with an unclean spirit/' 
Mark 5:2 



IT IS DOUBTFUL if any of you are capable of appreciating 
fully what Jesus means to me, for few of you have ever been 
possessed of demons as I was. I am the demoniac of Gadara 
whom Jesus healed and then told to spread abroad what great 
things He had done for me. Of course each person whom Jesus 
helped felt that his own blessings were the greatest, but I am sure 
you will agree with me that none received a greater blessing than 
I, unless it was one of those He raised from the dead. 

I lived across the lake from Galilee in a region known as Gad- 
ara. It was a part of the land originally settled by the Jews, but 
in my day we who lived there were a mixture of several races, 
many of whom did not worship the God of the Hebrews. Ours 
was a rough, hilly country that gradually smoothed out into a 
desert on the east, a few miles back from the Sea of Galilee and 
the Jordan River. I lived near the sea and on a clear day could 
look across to the city of Capernaum on the other side. There 
were ten small cities in our region, so it was sometimes called 
Decapolis, but our part of the country was not as thickly popu- 
lated as the Galilean side. It was only about thirteen miles across 
the lake at its widest part, so people from our side were fre- 
quently on the other side and knew what was going on there. 
That's how I came to hear about Jesus Christ. Some of our people 
returning from over there one day were talking about Him and 
the remarkable things He was doing. I heard the people discuss- 
ing Him, and they did not think I understood but I did. You 
see, I was supposed to be possessed with demons, and not able to 
comprehend what was going on. 

Maybe I had better tell you about demons. It was commonly 
supposed that demons were the spirits of wicked men who had 
died. These demons entered into people and used them for their 
evil purposes, and eventually killed them unless they obtained 
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help. Some thought they were a race of middle beings between 
God and mortals who were both good and bad and that they had 
access to the hearts of people and sometimes possessed them for 
great evil Still others thought they were fallen angels whom God 
had disciplined and cast out of heaven and who associated with 
the Devil and sought to do men harm to spite God. People who 
were thought to be possessed of a demon were often called luna- 
tic or mad. I am sure I could not say which theory was right; all 
I know is I was supposed to be possessed by demons and I met 
Jesus and He healed me. I expect most of you would explain it 
today by saying people like me were mentally deranged or epilep- 
tic I doubt if it makes any difference what the causes of our afflic- 
tions were; the more important thing was that Jesus had compas- 
sion upon us and healed some of us. 

Maybe if I tell you about myself you will understand better 
how great a miracle Christ performed for me. At the time of His 
visit to our neighborhood I was a middle-aged man with more 
than average strength. I had a powerful body which was a source 
of great pride to me; some people thought I had superhuman 
strength, ascribing it to the Devil. I cannot say exactly when my 
trouble began. I first noticed it when I became irritated at the 
least provocation, and my temper would flare up and I would 
say and do awful things. My condition grew steadily worse until 
I became violent and on several occasions mistreated my wife and 
family. Finally things got so bad that the leaders of the village 
came and tied me up with chains. It made me so mad I was worse 
than ever. I pulled and tugged at them until I finally broke them 
and fled. They said I had a demon, and maybe I did. I went out 
and hid in the caves along the bluffs beside the sea where we 
buried our dead. I was so beside myself I did not know what I 
was doing, yet I had sense enough to escape from the village and 
hide. There would be times when I would come to myself and 
realize that something was terribly wrong with me. I came to ac- 
cept the idea that some wicked demons had possessed me as the 
people thought. Of course I could not stay hidden always. My 
family found out where I was and brought me food. The authori- 
ties caught me one day and chained me up again, but I broke 
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loose and went back to the caves. People tormented me in order 
to see me get riled up, and I rarely disappointed them. I never 
was able to catch one of them for they always kept at a safe dis- 
tance, and it was a good thing they did. I must have been terrible 
enough to scare anybody. I did not wear any clothes; in a rage one 
day I had torn them off and never bothered to put the rags back 
on. I must have been a horrible sight, for I had cuts and bruises 
all over my body. I used to cry out in the night to frighten peo- 
ple. Sometimes I cried out because I thought someone was tor- 
menting me, and sometimes I did it just to be doing it. I talked 
to myself a great deal and sometimes I yelled all sorts of things. 
In my more lucid moments I concluded the demons really did 
possess me, so I talked like a demon. In the caves there were a 
good many bones of people who had been buried there. Some of 
the wicked ones must have gotten hold of me. 

I had heard about Jesus before my troubles began. The mir- 
acles He did over in Galilee were common knowledge among the 
people on our side of the lake. I had heard Him discussed so 
much I was sure I would know Him the moment I saw Him, but 
none of us supposed He would ever come over to us. 

Late one afternoon a terrific storm suddenly arose without 
warning. Many of the smaller ships on the sea were in distress 
and I felt sure some of them would be swamped or dashed to 
pieces against the rugged coast. Then as suddenly as the storm 
had come it ceased, and we had a calm. I had never seen any- 
thing like it before. When it cleared I saw a boat landing at the 
little wharf below me and watched several men get out and start 
up the path that led past the cave where I was staying. They were 
using a fisherman's boat but I could see they were not fishing. 
Somehow I knew at once it was Jesus and His disciples, so I ran 
down the path to meet them. I could not tell what made me do 
it, for I hid from most people, I thought everybody was against 
me, for somebody was always trying to catch me and chain me up 
or torment me in some way. It took only a few minutes to get 
down where the men were. I saw Jesus for the first time, and I 
do not know what made me do it but I fell down at His feet and 
worshiped Him. It must have been something deep down inside 
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of me that made me know He was the Son of God. He was the 
first man I had not been antagonistic to in months. Something 
about Him seemed to draw the temper out of me and I lay at 
His feet in reverent worship. 

As soon as I stood up Jesus told the demons inside of me to 
come out. Immediately I was upset. The calm I felt as I wor- 
shiped Him was gone. I was again in a turmoil, and I said in 
anger, "What have I got to do with you, Jesus, thou Son of the 
most high God?" I begged Him not to torment me. Then He 
asked me what my name was. By that time I was so mad I shouted 
back, "My name is Legion, for I am full of demons.*' It did not 
seem to bother Him that I had completely lost my temper. He 
was trying to help me but I was not rational enough to under- 
stand it. The devils in me kept talking or I talked as if I were a 
spokesman for them, I do not know which, I do not remember 
anything I said; much of it did not make sense, I am sure. I do 
recall asking Him not to send us out of the country, for I had 
some sort of a vague fear that He was trying to get the best of me, 
like the something that had changed me into the wild man that 
I was. Another thing I remember is that I asked Him to let us go 
into the herd of hogs, rooting around over near the edge of the 
cliff overlooking the sea. There must have been about two 
thousand of them. I had no sooner said it than He said it was to 
be so, and immediately something began to happen. The hogs 
squealed unearthly squeals and began to run around like they 
were crazy. They milled around for a while, butting into each 
other, and then suddenly ran down a steep place into the sea and 
were drowned. 

When I came to rny senses I was my old self again. It all seemed 
like a hazy, horrible dream. I realized I was naked and was 
ashamed of myself. I looked at my battered, bruised, dirty body, 
and was more ashamed than ever. I had met the Master and He 
had cured me. Whatever had been the matter with me was not 
the matter any more. 

The men who had been tending the hogs were very much up- 
set that they had been drowned. They ran as quickly as they 
could to the city and told the owners what had happened. In a 
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little while the owners came hurrying out to investigate. They 
went over and looked down into the sea and saw all of their hogs 
dead and washed up upon the shore. Then they came over to 
where I was. In the meantime someone had given me some 
clothes and I had put them on and cleaned myself up as best 1 
could. By this time a great crowd had come out to see what had 
happened, for the news had spread like wildfire. Everybody 
wanted to know how I was cured, for they could see now that I 
had my right mind. They wanted to know what had happened 
to the hogs, and those who had been present told them that the 
devils that had possessed me had been driven out by Jesus and 
with His permission had gone into the hogs. 

The owners of the hogs were greatly disturbed, for their loss 
was great. They were afraid and you could see it written on their 
faces. They would have liked to do something to Jesus, but they 
dared not. All they did was to ask Him to leave our country and 
to go back into Galilee. I do not know what they thought He 
might do to them, but they were afraid to have Him stay any 
longer. I could see that they hated me also, for they thought if I 
had not been cured their hogs would still be alive. I did not have 
anything to do with it, of course, but they did not stop to reason 
that out. Their hatred was so intense I knew they would hold it 
against me forever. Two thousand hogs are a lot to lose. Every- 
body began to shout for Jesus to leave. Without saying anything 
to them He turned and started down the trail to the ship. I fol- 
lowed Him as did everybody else. As we went down the trail I got 
the impression that He might have done some marvelous mir- 
acles like those He had done in Galilee if they had let Him stay. 
I reasoned it must have been for this purpose He had come. If 
they had had faith in Him, He might even have made their hogs 
come to life, but they did not have any room for faith, they were 
so full of hate. 

Jesus and His disciples got into the boat and were about to 
shove off when I realized that I would be left alone with the 
angry crowd. As long as Jesus was with me I knew they would not 
dare harm me. With Him gone, I did not know what might hap- 
pen. They had been mean enough to me when I was not myself 
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and now that they had lost their hogs they certainly would make 
life miserable for me. I was afraid, so I ran to the boat and asked 
Jesus to let me go along with Him. He shook His head and told 
me no, I could not go with Him. I was sorely disappointed, not 
only because I was afraid but because I wanted to be near Him. 
He had been so good to me, I wanted to see more of Him and 
know Him better. Nothing bad could ever happen to me again 
if I was near Him. 

When He saw how disappointed I was, Jesus told me to go 
back home to my friends and tell them what great things He had 
done for me. With that the wind filled the sails and the boat 
slowly began to move away from the shore. I stood there and 
watched it, as did all the rest, until it was far out into the water. 
By that time many of the crowd had scattered. Some had gone 
down to look at the dead pigs. Some had started back to their 
homes; others were standing around in little groups discussing 
the whole affair. No one seemed to pay me any attention other 
than to look at me with a disapproving eye. So I started slowly up 
the trail, at first not realizing where I was going. When I got to 
the top of the hill and saw the caves and tombs where I had been 
staying, it made me shudder to think what kind of a man I had 
been. Then I thought about my home and my family and quick- 
ened my steps as I headed in that direction. 

When I got there, I found them very much excited. They had 
heard that something had happened, but they were not prepared 
to see me a normal man again. At first it seemed too good to be 
true. Then when they realized that I was completely sane, their 
joy overflowed. So did mine as I sat in their midst and told them 
how Jesus had come and how He had healed me. They said they 
were sorry about the hogs, but that the owners should realize 
that my cure was worth more than all the hogs in the land. Of 
course I felt that way about it. Then I told them how He had 
said that I was to tell my friends what great things He had done 
for me. 

We sat up late that night discussing every phase of what had 
happened. They told me how distressed they had been about me 
and said they knew I was not responsible for the things I had 
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done. Some of the neighbors came in from time to time, and over 
and over again I told the story of how Jesus cured me. I never 
tired of telling it. I wanted everybody to know what a wonderful 
thing He had done for me. 

The next morning still more people came and I repeated the 
story for them. When I had told practically everyone in our city I 
went to the other parts of our little country. It made everyone 
want to see Jesus. I told them also the things I had heard about 
what He had done over in Galilee how He had healed blind 
people on the side of the sea; how lepers had been cleansed by 
Him; how people who were sick of fever were made well again. 
I told about the storm, because by that time I had learned that 
the settling of the storm had been a miracle. He had been asleep 
in a boat when the storm came up suddenly, and had awakened 
and rebuked the winds and the waves so that there was that sud- 
den calm which I had noticed. Many said openly that they be- 
lieved He was the Messiah the Jewish prophets had foretold. Many 
of the sick and afflicted wished He would come their way sometime. 

About two years later He did come into the region beyond the 
Jordan again. He came up from the south this time. He had 
been down in Jerusalem to the Feast of Dedication and had 
found so much ill will against Him there that He came over 
across the Jordan into the area next to our country, known as 
Perea. Multitudes flocked to Him. He performed some miracles 
and gave some of His best remembered teachings. Of course I 
went to hear Him. I wish I had time to tell you the many things 
He said, like "Suffer little children to come unto me, and for- 
bid them not: for of such is the kingdom of God." You will have 
to read all that for yourself. Many believed in Him. I like to 
think I had a hand in helping them believe, by telling how great 
things Jesus had done for me. I know that helps people to believe. 
Did you ever help anyone to believe in Him? Maybe if you would 
stop to think about how much He has done for you and would 
tell some other folks about it, they would believe in Him and 
let Him do great things for them. I am sure that is what He 
wants you to do, just as He told me to go back to my friends and 
tell them how great things He had done for me. Will you do it? 



The glory of this family is that they provided a home for 
Jesus during His later Jerusalem ministry. ... It was a time 
when Jesus said that the foxes had holes and the birds had 
nests, but the Son of Man had not where to lay His head. But 
there was always one place near Jerusalem, the very seat of the 
ecclesiastic opposition to Jesus, where He found a welcome. 

A. T. Robertson 



When Jesus thought of Capernaum, home was the house 
Peter's mother-in-law, who had made Him welcome when 
had been driven from Nazareth. When He thought of home 
Cana of Galilee, it was the home of Nathanael. Whenever 
thought of home near Jerusalem, it was the house of Martha 
Bethany. 

Harold John Ocker 



We must never forget that Jesus loved Martha and that 
loved Mary, that He treated each according to her temperam* 
and that He did not attempt to make either of them like 
other. 

A. T. Robert 



"Bethany, the town of Mary and her sister Martha." 
John 11:1 



NO ONE was ever more privileged than my brother Laz- 
arus, my sister Martha, and I, for we had the honor of 
having Jesus as a guest in our home on many occasions. 
We lived at Bethany, which was just over the Mount of Olives 
from Jerusalem. It was a little inconvenient for Him to make the 
three-mile journey to our home each evening, but the quiet of 
our little village offered Him a welcome change after the turmoil 
and confusion of Jerusalem, which was generally overcrowded 
when He was there for the feast occasions. He seemed to enjoy 
His visits in our home, and they were a blessing to us. We were 
happy to be so situated as to minister to His needs, for He lived 
a strenuous life and was often tired and worn when He came to 
Jerusalem. We had met Him through some mutual friends who 
were concerned for His comfort, and we were glad to offer Him 
our home whenever He came to Jerusalem. We were more than 
pleased when He accepted our invitation and we always looked 
forward to His coming with pleasure. After our parents' death 
the three of us lived in the old home. My sister Martha, who was 
the oldest, managed the house and planned the meals. I never 
cared for housework, but I did like to entertain guests. Our 
brother Lazarus, who was the youngest, managed the business 
our father had left and provided the income for all of us to live. 
Martha and I were so different it was difficult to see how we 
could be sisters. She liked to cook and keep house and was always 
doing something around the home. Whenever Jesus was to be 
our guest she spent many hours planning everything to the last 
detail. She was a housekeeper who had to have everything just 
right. It was hard for Martha to understand why I did not like to 
do the things she did, and it was equally difficult for me to under- 
stand how she got so much pleasure out of them. I suppose it 
would have been better if each of us had had a little of the other's 
temperament. 
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One time when Jesus was visiting us the difference in our na- 
tures led to some unpleasant friction which we always regretted. 
I thought at the time that Martha was most unreasonable, but 
I can see now that I was utterly selfish. I realize now that she 
loved Jesus just as much as I did and that was the reason she set 
about to prepare an especially fine meal for Him, thinking of 
course I would help her. When Jesus came I was so thrilled by 
being in His presence I forgot all about Martha, I sat and listened 
to Him talk, drinking in every word. I knew He must be the Mes- 
siah, the Son of God, as men said He was. He did so many mar- 
velous things for people and His teachings had a depth I had 
never found in those of anyone else. He did not seem to mind my 
many questions, and explained everything to me with great 
patience. While I was listening to Him, Martha came rushing in 
from the kitchen, upset and angry because I was not helping her, 
and accused me of leaving all the work for her to do. She asked 
Jesus to tell me to go and help her. She showed a great deal of 
pent-up feeling which evidently had been gathering for a long 
time. I was very much embarrassed, but it did not seem to per- 
turb Jesus. When she finished He looked at her for a moment in 
silence, and then said quietly, "Martha, Martha, you are anxious 
and troubled about many things; but one thing is needful." He 
meant she was going to too much trouble for Him. She had be- 
come so anxious and upset over the practical details of His en- 
tertainment that she was missing the spiritual values. Jesus told 
her I had chosen the good part which He would not take away 
from me. Even though He said that, I knew that I was somewhat 
responsible for Martha's outburst, for I had not done my part. I 
felt mean and selfish that I had let her do all the work while I en- 
joyed the Master's conversation. 

As time went on and Jesus' popularity with the common 
people grew, the opposition of the chief priests and Pharisees in 
Jerusalem grew steadily more bitter, but He did not stay away on 
account of it. He came for the Feast of Dedication and stayed 
with us again. There was much speculation about Him among 
the people and they were sharply divided in their opinions. Some 
even said He had a demon, others argued that He neither talked 
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nor acted like a man who had a demon. Besides, they said, who- 
ever heard of a demon causing the blind to see, for they all knew 
He had restored sight to a blind man. 

One day when Jesus was walking in Solomon's portico of the 
Temple, a crowd gathered around Him and demanded to know 
how long He was going to hold them in suspense. "If you are the 
Messiah/' they said, "tell us plainly." He replied, "I told you 
and you believed not: the works that I do in my Father's name, 
they bear witness of me." Then He said something that made 
them murderously mad. He said, "You believe not because you 
are not of my sheep. My sheep follow me and I give them eternal 
life, and no one shall ever snatch them out of my hand. My 
Father gave them to me, and no one is able to snatch them out 
of my Father's hand. I and the Father are one." It made them so 
angry for Him to say that He and God were one that they 
picked up stones intending to kill Him. Then He stood there and 
looked at them quietly and said, "Many good works have I 
showed you from the Father; for which of these good works do 
you stone me?" They then accused Him of blasphemy and would 
have stoned Him if He had not escaped from them, quietly dis- 
appearing into the crowd. 

He came back to our house that night and left the next morn- 
ing, going down the Jericho road to the region beyond the 
Jordan. Jesus had been gone only a few days when Lazarus fell 
sick. None of us knew what ailed him, and in spite of everything 
we did he grew steadily worse. Martha and I said to each other 
many times that if Jesus were here He would know what to do. 
At last, when we saw that our brother would die if we did not get 
help, we sent word to Jesus to come, telling Him that Lazarus 
was desperately ill. Since it would take the messenger two days 
to deliver the message, we could not expect Jesus for four days. 
Lazarus continued to grow worse, and as we ministered to him we 
prayed that he would live until Jesus could get to us. The fourth 
day we divided our time between nursing our brother and watch- 
ing the road for Jesus. Just before dusk the messenger returned 
alone. "Did you find Jesus?" we asked him together. Yes, he had 
found Him. "Did you tell Him Lazarus was desperately ill?" we 
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asked. Yes, he had told him. "Why did He not come?" was our 
next question. That, the messenger did not know, but he said Jesus 
said something about this sickness not being unto death, but to the 
glory of God. The messenger was somewhat vague about the 
meaning, but said Jesus showed no inclination to return with him. 
Our hearts sank and our thinking was confused as we sat through 
the endless night and watched our brother slipping away. Lazarus 
died at noon the next day. I do not know which was worse, the 
shock of his death or the fact that Jesus had ignored our plea for 
help. We thought of every possible explanation, but it did not 
lessen the hurt that He had not come when we sent for Him. 
Maybe He was afraid to come back, we thought, or maybe He had 
not realized how desperately we needed Him. We buried Lazarus 
that afternoon. It was with hearts heavier than I can describe that 
we saw the stone rolled over the mouth of the tomb. We turned 
and came back to the house. We were too stunned to think. It 
looked like Jesus had deserted us, and many of our friends who 
had come out from Jerusalem to console us said as much. 

The fourth day after Lazarus' death, word came that Jesus was 
coming. All of the neighbors knew that we had sent for Him 
and how much hope and faith we had put in His getting here on 
time. They also knew how disappointed we had been. As soon as 
we heard He was coming, Martha ran down the road to meet 
Him. I stayed at the house. When Martha met Him she said what 
we had said to each other a hundred times in the past few days, 
"Lord, if you had been here our brother would not have died." 
Then she told Him she knew He could ask anything of God and 
it would be granted. Jesus said, "Your brother shall rise again." 
She told Him she knew Lazarus would rise again in the resurrec- 
tion day, never dreaming that Jesus had in mind to perform a 
miracle and raise him from the dead at once. Then Jesus said, "I 
am the resurrection, and the life," and told Martha that anyone 
who believed on Him, even though he did die, would live again, 
and whosoever believed in Him would never die. Then He asked 
her if she believed this. Of course it is evident now that He did 
not mean that those who believed on Him would escape death. 
What He meant was that the real self would not die, even though 



MARY AND MARTHA 73 

the body did. Martha hesitated a moment, not knowing how to 
answer, then said, "Yes, Lord, I believe that you are the Christ, 
the Son of God, the one who was to come into the world." Then 
Jesus asked about me, and told her to bring me to Him, so she 
came back and called me aside and told me He wanted to see me. 
Without telling anyone, I went out quickly to see Him. My 
friends thought I had gone out to the tomb to weep. As soon as I 
came to Him I fell down at His feet and sobbed. All I could say 
was, "If you had only been here my brother would not have 
died." I did not mean I was finding fault with Him because He 
had not come soon enough; I was just expressing my confidence 
that He would have kept Lazarus from dying if He had been 
here. Though I must admit I was still troubled about why He 
had delayed. I broke down completely; all I could do was to 
clutch Him by the feet and cry. My friends standing by began to 
weep also. Then Jesus was troubled; it hurt Him that I was griev- 
ing so hard. He asked, as if to break the spell of our weeping, 
where we had buried Lazarus. My friends told Him to come and 
they would show Him. Then Jesus broke down and wept. My 
friends whispered to me, "Behold how He loved him!" Some of 
them said, "Could He not have kept him from dying?" As we 
walked along, Jesus continued in deep thought as if something 
was troubling Him. It was if He were groaning within Himself. 
As soon as we got to the tomb, which was a cave in the side of 
a hill, Jesus told them to take away the stone that covered the en- 
trance. Martha protested against removing the stone, reminding 
Him that Lazarus had been dead for four days and by this time 
decay had begun. Neither she nor I, nor any of our friends, 
dreamed that Jesus had anything in mind other than seeing the 
body. He turned to her and said, "Did I not tell you, that if you 
would believe you would see the glory of God?" Even then none 
of us grasped what was about to happen. Our friends rolled back 
the stone, and Jesus lifted up His eyes and talked to God. He said, 
"Father, I thank you that you have heard me. I know that you al- 
ways hear me, but in order to help the multitude to believe that 
you sent me I have prayed aloud." Then He looked into the 
tomb and said with a loud voice, "Lazarus, come forth," and im- 
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mediately Lazarus came walking out with the graveclothes 
wrapped about him. While we stood there speechless, Jesus told 
our friends to release him from the graveclothes and let him go. 

We were so overjoyed and overawed we could scarcely speak. 
Lazarus was alive. Jesus had given him back to us with a miracle. 
It was clear now what He had meant when He talked to Martha. 
It was clear now that this was the reason He had delayed, and 
this was what He had meant when He told the messenger that 
Lazarus' sickness was for the glory of God. We all went back 
rejoicing. People began to come from everywhere to see Lazarus. 
Many who had been uncertain before were now convinced that 
Jesus was the Christ. 

When the chief priests and the Pharisees in Jerusalem heard 
what had happened they called a council meeting and decided 
that if they did not put Jesus to death everyone would believe on 
Him. They argued that if that happened the Romans would de- 
stroy our nation, so from that day forth they planned to bring 
about His death. After that Jesus did not show Himself openly 
where they could take Him, but went out into the wilderness to a 
city named Ephraim, and stayed there with His disciples. The 
chief priests sent out word that if anyone knew where He was 
they should tell it, but no one who knew told. There was a great 
deal of speculation about whether or not He would come to 
the Passover Feast, which was close at hand. 

Six days before the Passover Jesus came to our home in Beth- 
any. As soon as it became known that He was back, people began 
to come out from Jerusalem in great numbers to see Him. As He 
went into Jerusalem a great throng accompanied Him. Their 
enthusiasm ran high, many wanted to proclaim Him king. Some 
of us lived in fear of what the chief priests and the Pharisees 
would do, for we knew they had determined to put Him to 
death. When He returned that night we were greatly relieved. 
He went into Jerusalem each morning and came out to stay with 
us at night. 

During Jesus' stay in Bethany, Simon, one of our neighbors, 
who had been a leper, gave a feast in His honor. Lazarus also was 
an honored guest, and Martha helped with the serving. I felt I 
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wanted to show Jesus my gratitude for what He had done for us 
and let Him know how much I loved Him, so I took a whole 
pound of precious spikenard we had been saving for a long time 
and, while He reclined at the table, anointed His head and His 
feet with it. Some of it ran off of His feet onto the couch and as 
no cloth was handy I wiped it with my hair, which I wore long. 
Some of the disciples were very indignant that I had used such 
costly ointment. Judas, the treasurer, wanted to know why the 
waste. He said it could have been sold for a large sum, and the 
money given to the poor. I learned afterward that he was not 
concerned about the poor, but he wanted the money in the 
treasury so he could take it. I had no idea my simple act of de- 
votion would stir up so much commotion. Jesus came to my 
rescue. He told them not to find fault with me for I had done a 
beautiful thing. He said they could always find the poor to 
minister to, but He was not going to be with them always. He 
said it was as if I had been preparing His body for burial. There 
was a little nard left and Jesus said I was to be allowed to keep 
it against the day of His burial. He said further, as if to reassure 
me, that wherever the gospel would be preached in the whole 
world this would be told in memory of me. 

On the day before the Passover Jesus went into Jerusalem, but 
He did not return that night. We stayed up late watching for 
Him, but He never came. I felt that something dreadful had 
happened to Him, but was not prepared for the crushing news 
that came late the next morning. Jesus had been crucified. As 
soon as I heard it my mind went back to what He had said about 
the ointment. He must have known He was going to die. His 
enemies had killed the Son of God who had come to save their 
souls. But then, as one of the preachers said several years after- 
ward, people were still crucifying to themselves the Son of God 
afresh and putting Him to an open shame by the kind of lives 
they lived. What a tragedy that He is still despised and rejected 
by men whom He would save if they would let Him! 



It was a great thing to heal a man that was blind from his 
birth, but the story of the gradual illumination of his spirit 
until it came to the full light of the perception of Christ as the 
Son of God, was far more to the Evangelist, and ought to be 
far more to us than giving the outward eye power to discern the 
outward light. 

Alexander Maclaren 



Human experience is the one datum of all philosophy, and all 
science. The experience of the individual and of the race is the 
grist which is poured into all the scientific and philosophic mills. 
Hence, Christian experience as a distinct form of human ex- 
perience ought to receive more attention than it has ever re- 
ceived before. 

Edgar Young Mullins 



He did not wait to be appealed to by the sufferer; the sight of 
his wretchedness was enough to move His heart. The beginning 
of all good to the sinner is when Jesus sees him thus; even as 
it was His perception of the ruined state of man, at first, that 
moved Him to become the Redeemer of the race. 

William M. Taylor 



THE BLIND BEGGAR 
OF JERUSALEM 



John 9 



YOU CERTAINLY never can tell what a day will bring 
forth. The day I met Jesus started out like the other days 
of my life. I was begging at my accustomed place at the 
Temple as I had done for years. Then I met Jesus and everything 
was different. It all happened so unexpectedly and so suddenly I 
could scarcely believe it had taken place. It is etched upon my 
memory as if it were a part of my very being. Let me tell you 
about it. 

It all started with an argument some of the Jews in the 
Temple had with Jesus. I was begging at one of the Temple 
entrances, for I was blind, when I heard that a big argument was 
going on inside, so I went in and stood where I could hear. 
Most of the Jews around the Temple had a chip on their shoulder 
about Jesus anyway, so it did not take much to set them off 
where He was concerned. They resented His claims that He had 
come from God, taking their attitude mainly from the Pharisees, 
who hated Him intensely. The thing that riled them that day 
was that Jesus had said to some who had believed on Him that if 
they lived according to His teaching they would be truly His 
disciples, and would know the truth and the truth would make 
them free. They completely misunderstood what He meant by 
being free, and flared up about it. 

During the controversy there was bitter resentment in their 
voices as they said, "We are descendants of Abraham and were 
never slaves of any man. What do you mean when you say you 
will make us free?" He replied in a calm voice, and His words 
were slow and measured as if to calm their ruffled feelings and 
impress them with their full meaning, "Verily, verily, I say unto 
you, everyone that committeth sin is a slave of sin. The slave 
does not live in the house forever but the Son does, and if the 
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Son sets you free you will be free indeed." Then He told them 
He knew they were Abraham's descendants and He also knew 
that they sought to kill Him because His words had found no 
place in their lives. He said He had spoken about the things He 
had seen when He was with His Father that is, He reflected 
His Father just as they reflected their father. They shouted back, 
"Abraham is our father." 

Jesus reminded them that if they were the true children of 
Abraham their conduct would resemble his. "You seek to kill 
me," He said, "because I have told you the truth, which I re- 
ceived from God; Abraham was not like that; you really act like 
your father!" They understood what He meant that they were 
acting like the Devil for immediately they came back with the 
insinuation, "We were not born of fornication; we have one 
father, God." 

Jesus passed over their nasty slur on His birth and replied, 
"If God were your father you would love me, because I came 
forth from God. The reason you do not understand me is that 
you are of your father, the Devil, and you are determined to do 
his meanness. He was a murderer from the beginning; that is 
why you want to kill me. He is a liar and the father of liars; that 
is why you will not believe in me. If you were of God you would 
obey God," They retorted, "You are a Samaritan and have a 
demon." 

Jesus remained calm as He replied, "I have not a demon. I 
do not seek my own glory. Verily, verily, I say unto you, if a man 
keep my word he shall never see death." Then they said, "Now 
we are sure you have a demon. Abraham and the prophets were 
great men and they died, and you have the effrontery to say, If 
a man keep my word he shall never see death/ Are you greater 
than Abraham? Who do you think you are?" Jesus did not say 
who He was, but said His glory came from God whom He knew 
and obeyed. He also said that Abraham rejoiced to see His day; 
He meant in a prophetic vision, and he did see it! The Jews said, 
"You are not fifty years old; have you seen Abraham?" Then 
Jesus looked them straight in the eye and said, "Before Abraham 
was, I am." They were so incensed they took up stones and 
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would have killed Him but He escaped from them somehow and 
came out by the place where I was standing. That was when I 
met the Master. 

You would have thought that under the circumstances He 
would not have paid any notice to a person like me. Maybe He 
would not have, if His disciples had not asked Him who had 
sinned, I or my parents, that I should have been bora blind. The 
question reflected the false idea, held by many, that every afflic- 
tion was a punishment for some particular sin. Of course it could 
not have been for something I had done, that I was born blind, 
so they thought it must be for something my parents had done. 
Jesus said it was not because of any particular sin in either of us, 
but that the works of God might be demonstrated in me. I had 
often wondered why I was afflicted. I thought sometimes that 
possibly it might be the visiting of the sins of the parents upon 
the child. I certainly could not see any good that could come 
from my being blind. It was an awful affliction. Now, Jesus said 
it was that the works of God might be seen in me. I knew then 
that He was going to heal me. 

As if giving the disciples an explanation of why He had stopped 
before me, He said He had to do the things God sent Him to do 
while He had the opportunity, for His day would soon be gone 
and the night would come when no one could work. He also 
said that as long as He was in the world He was the light of the 
world. I did not understand what He meant by either of these 
statements, but they left the impression upon me that His time 
was so limited that He must use it to the fullest in doing what 
God had sent Him to do. He seemed to look upon me as an op- 
portunity which He must grasp, even though He was hurrying 
away from those who had tried to stone Him to death. Giving 
me sight would be a sort of a parable illustrating that He was the 
light of the world leastwise, that is what I figured out after- 
wards He meant. At the time I was too excited at the prospect of 
receiving my sight to concentrate on His meaning. 

Before I had time to think He stooped down and picked up 
some clay and moistened it with His saliva and rubbed it upon 
my eyes. He had not even asked me if I wanted to be healed; He 



80 WE MET JESUS 

knew that I did, as every blind man did. He did not even ask 
me if I had faith in Him, as He did some other people He helped. 
He simply told me to go and wash the day off my eyes in the pool 
of Siloam. He did not promise me that I would receive my sight. 
I did not think about it at the time, but I can see now that He 
was testing my faith by sending me to wash off the clay. My obe- 
dience to His instructions told Him I did have faith in Him far 
better than I could have told Him in words. 

I knew the way to the pool of Siloam and hastened there as 
quickly as I could, accompanied by a large crowd. When I got 
there I knelt down and scooped up some of the water in my hand 
and began to wash away the clay. There was not much of it. If I 
could have seen, I could have seen through it. The very first time 
I took my hands away I could see. I stood up quickly and looked 
around. It was a miracle. I, who had never seen, could now see 
clearly. There was a lot of excitement, and great crowds gathered 
around me and began to ask a lot of questions. 

I hurried home and some of the crowd followed me. The 
neighbors, as soon as they heard what had happened, came to see 
me. They had a big discussion about me. Some of them who did 
not know me very well said I was not the same man they had 
known. They said I was like him, but a different man. Having 
my sight must have made a great difference in my appearance 
for them not to be able to see that I was the one they had known. 
Others who knew me better saw that I was the beggar who was 
their neighbor. I spoke up while they were arguing and told 
them I was the same one who had been the blind beggar. At once 
all of them wanted to know how I had received my sight. I told 
them simply that a man named Jesus had anointed my eyes with 
clay He mixed with spittle, and had told me to go and wash 
in the pool of Siloam, and that I had done so and received my 
sight. They wanted to know where He was, but I did not know 
so I could not tell them. 

They took me to some of the Pharisees and related how I had 
been a blind begger and had just received my sight. The Phari- 
sees asked me how it happened, and I told them about Jesus and 
the clay and the pool of Siloam. Some of them said Jesus could 
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not be from God as He claimed, for He did not keep the Sabbatli 
day. You see, He had healed me on the Sabbath. Others said if 
He were a sinner who broke the Sabbath laws how could He do 
such a miracle as this? There was a sharp division among them. 
Then they turned and asked me what I thought about Him. I 
said He was a prophet. You see, I did not know then that He was 
the Messiah. Some of them did not believe that 1 had ever been 
blind. They thought that I had been a fraud as a beggar, pre- 
tending to be blind. They simply could not understand how 
Jesus, who did not conform to their ideas of the Sabbath which 
they sincerely believed were in accord with God's teachings, could 
have had the blessing of God in the performance of such a mira- 
cle. It never occurred to them that their ideas about the Sabbath 
might be wrong. That is why they thought I must be a fraud. 
So they sent for my parents to see what could be found out from 
them. My parents knew of the hatred of the Pharisees for Jesus. 
It was common knowledge that anyone who let it be known that 
he believed Jesus was the Messiah would be excommunicated 
from the synagogue. This made people afraid to say anything 
that might involve them, for they did not want to be cut off 
from the synagogue with all that meant. When my parents told 
the Pharisees that I was their son and had been born blind, the 
Pharisees were unwilling to admit that they were telling the 
truth. They said, "Tell us how your son, who you say was born 
blind, received his sight." My parents were on their guard then 
more than ever, so they replied, "We know that this is our son 
and that he was born blind, but how he came to see and who 
opened his eyes we do not know. If you really want to know, ask 
him. He is of age, he will tell you." I was proud of them, the 
way they had handled the situation. 

Then the Pharisees turned and said to me, "Make a frank con- 
fession, tell us the whole truth; we know that this man is a sin- 
ner," inferring that I had lied about being blind or about being 
healed, for they reasoned that a sinner like they thought, Jesus 
was simply could not have done it. I told them I did not know 
whether He was a sinner, but there was one thing I did know 
that I had been blind and now I could see. Then they asked me 
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again how He had opened my eyes. I lost my patience then and 
said, "I told you once, and you did not believe; why do you 
want to hear it again? Would you also become His disciples?" 
That upset them more than ever, and they reviled me and said, 
"You are His disciple; we are disciples of Moses. We know that 
God spoke to Moses, but as for this fellow, we do not know 
where He came from." By this time I had grown more bold, so I 
told them it was a marvelous thing to me that they did not 
know where He came from and yet He had opened my eyes. "It 
is true," I said, "God does not hear sinners, but if any man wor- 
ships God and does His will He will hear him. Since the world 
began no one ever heard of anyone opening the eyes of any man 
born blind, as this man has done. If He were not of God He 
could not have done it, regardless of what you say about Him." 
They could not answer that, so they shouted, "You were alto- 
gether born in sin, do you presume to teach us?" They were so 
angry they said I was to be excluded from the synagogue. It was 
an awful thing to be cast out of the synagogue. It was almost like 
being disowned by your family. The Pharisees were powerful, and 
anyone who stood up to them as I had done would have to take 
the consequences. 

When Jesus heard what had happened how I had been cast 
out of the synagogue He sought me out and asked me if I be- 
lieved on the Son of God. I asked who He was, that I might be- 
lieve on Him. I was so grateful to Him and had such complete 
confidence in Him, I was ready to believe on anyone He said. 
Then He told me that He was the Son of God. I was so overcome 
I could scarcely speak above a whisper as I replied, "Lord, I 
believe." Then I fell down at His feet and worshiped Him. When 
I had arisen He said, "For judgment am I come into this world, 
that they that see not may see; and that they that see, may be- 
come blind." What He meant was that some who were supposed 
to see and understand Him had deliberately become spiritually 
blind in refusing to accept the truth, and that others who were 
not expected to know very much had come to understand the 
truth. It was just as if what had happened in my case was a 
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parable of what was happening everywhere as He presented Him- 
self to the people. 

Some of the Pharisees were present and heard what He said. 
They understood what He meant, for they took it up at once. 
"Are we also blind?" they asked, as if that were incredible. He 
said no, they were not blind, for if they were they would not be 
as guilty of sin as they were. He said their sin was that of seeing 
and still refusing to believe. So the controversy ended. It had been 
started in the Temple in the morning and had consumed most 
of the day. It had been a great day for me, for I had received my 
sight and had come to believe in Jesus Christ. 

Two things have impressed me as I have thought about it 
through the centuries. The first was that Jesus was not in too 
much of a hurry to stop and help me. I shall never cease to won- 
der that when He was escaping from those who would have 
murdered Him He even noticed me, much less stopped to help 
me. The second thing that impressed me was the intense hatred 
generated by men's prejudices. Their prejudice made the Phari- 
sees hate Jesus enough to put Him to death. It never occurred 
to them, any more than it occurs to many others, that they might 
be wrong. They were so blind to the truth that nothing, not even 
a miracle, could change them. Their attitude toward Jesus should 
make us examine our doubts to see if they are unconscious 
efforts to justify some cherished prejudice or other sin. What a 
different story I could have told if they had been open-minded! 
Doubtless they would have been led to believe even as I, and 
the centuries would honor them as men of faith. I hope what I 
have said will help some to believe in Him. 



IO 



"When we read this story, it strikes us as if we were witnessing 
a tragedy. It is as if we see one struggling in the sea, making 
desperate efforts to save himself, and almost grasped by the 
strong arm of another; but, just when we think him saved, he is 
swept away, he perishes." (A. B. Davidson) The worst thing 
about money is that, as Emerson tells us, it so often costs so 
much. 

Martha Tarbell 



On the one hand a young, virile man, the owner of great pos- 
sessions; on the other, Jesus, a man of about the same age, hav- 
ing no possessions, being homeless. 

G. Campbell Morgan 



But why was the young man sorrowful? He was going back to 
his rich friends, to his feasts and his excursions, to his luxurious 
life and financially care-free hours. No problems of a living 
wage, the weekly rent, clothes for the children, money enough 
for books and pleasures, would trouble him. . . . What is the real 
root of the deepest sorrows of men? 

Ozora S. Davis 



Up to this date we have not heard of any great heroisms en- 
acted or sacrifices made by unbelievers. The martyrology of 
scepticism has not yet been written. 

A. B. Bruce 



THE RICH YOUNG RULER 

"One came up to him, saying, 'Teacher, what good deed must I do, to have 

eternal life?' " 
Matthew 19:16 (RJLV.) 



I AM THE MAN who asked Jesus what I must do to have eter- 
nal life and who, when told, refused to do it. People call me 
the rich young ruler, but I think of myself as the man who 
made a fatal decision. My refusal to do as Jesus said marked the 
end of my spiritual growth and settled adversely my eternal des- 
tiny. It was a great mistake, the greatest I or any person could 
ever make. It did not seem so at the time, for I thought that to 
sell everything I had and give the proceeds to the poor, as Jesus 
told me, and then to follow Him as one of His disciples, was utter 
foolishness. I see now that it was the height of folly not to do so, 
for all the possessions of the richest man who ever lived cannot 
be compared to the value of the eternal life I missed. 

I was the ruler of the synagogue. It was quite a distinction that 
this honor had come to so young a man as I, for it was generally 
reserved for men of more mature years. I was chosen when I had 
but recently passed my thirtieth birthday, the earliest age at 
which anyone could hold this office. I had been interested in the 
synagogue from childhood; the stories of David, and Moses, and 
Abraham, and our other heroes had fascinated me. When I grew 
up, the deeper meaning of the destiny of our people and the 
promise of the Messiah came to mean much to me. As I see it 
now I had more than the usual interest in these things, and this 
doubtless had something to do with my elevation to the ruler- 
ship so young. I felt strongly the responsibilities of the office and 
was anxious to discharge them well. As ruler, the oversight of all 
the affairs in the synagogue fell to me. A good group of elders 
formed the governing body over which I presided, and they 
shared some of the responsibilities. The synagogue was a school 
where the children were taught the rudiments of education and 
the religion of our forefathers, as well as a place of spiritual in- 
struction for adults. Readers and expositors of our Scriptures and 
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those who kept and copied the sacred scrolls, as well as the teach- 
ers of the young, all came under my supervision. I gave myself to 
the task without stint and enjoyed it very much. 

My father and mother were religious people who by both 
precept and example taught me to reverence God and to be 
faithful to the synagogue. They drilled me in the laws of Moses 
and insisted that I obey them. So early did they begin that I 
cannot recall the time when I did not know them, or when I did 
not take pride in keeping them. My father was unusually well 
versed in the law and took great care to observe the minute de- 
tails of it. He was also a man of considerable wealth. In addition 
to his business as a merchant he owned extensive vineyards and 
olive orchards and grazed a great many sheep. Unfortunately he 
died shortly before I became ruler of the synagogue, for he would 
have been proud to have his son occupy this exalted position. His 
estate fell to me and consequently I became one of the wealthiest 
men in the community. It was unusual for so young a man to be 
both the ruler of the synagogue and possessed of so great riches. 
It is not surprising that I was exceedingly proud of myself; what 
young man would not have been? I can see now that my pride 
had much to do with my refusal to follow Jesus. 

I felt a deep spiritual longing that neither the strict keeping of 
the law nor the honor of being ruler of the synagogue nor my 
accumulated wealth ever satisfied. I was conscious of lacking 
something; just what it was I could never quite decide. I did not 
say anything about it, and none of my friends were aware of it. 
In their eyes I had everything heart could desire. I suppose it was 
this spiritual hunger that interested me in Jesus. He seemed to 
have everything I wanted. He taught in our synagogue one day 
and the common people crowded it to its doors, hanging upon 
every word He said. As I listened I, too, became fascinated, for 
He spoke with such understanding of the people's needs, and 
there was a note of authority in what He said. There was also a 
simple sincerity about Him that made me know He believed and 
lived what He taught. That He was in vital touch with God was 
beyond any question. He had the peace for which my soul longed. 

One day a great many parents brought their children to Jesus 
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to receive His blessing. It was a most inopportune time, for the 
throngs were close about Him as He taught the people and an- 
swered their questions. Unmindful of them, some parents with 
babies in their arms, and others leading children by the hand, 
elbowed their way through the crowd to get near to Him. The 
disciples rebuked them sharply for bothering Jesus and would 
have sent them away, but Jesus was much displeased and turned 
to them with anger, saying, "Do not hinder them. Let the little 
children come to me, for to such belong the Kingdom of God." 
Then He stopped His preaching and deliberately took the chil- 
dren up in His arms and blessed them, and said that whoever 
would not receive the Kingdom of God as a little child could not 
enter it. When He had finished blessing the children, He and 
His disciples started away. 

What He said about not being able to enter the Kingdom of 
God unless one received it as a little child would do, struck a re- 
sponsive chord in me, and made me want to talk to Him, to find 
out just what He meant; but I hesitated, for the people were 
sharply divided in their opinion of Him, and a man in my posi- 
tion had to be careful. The common people had enthusiastically 
accepted Him as the Messiah, without considering all that was 
involved, while most of the priests and educated people looked 
upon Him as an impostor with a high degree of personal magnet- 
ism, who was deceiving the people. Would I be making a fool of 
myself if I followed my inner impulses and talked with Him? 
Would I regret it if I did? These were questions hard to decide. 
While I hesitated, He and His disciples moved off down the road. 
When they were almost out of sight the thought occurred to me 
that He might not come back again, for little of His ministry 
had been spent in our section of the country, which was east of 
the Jordan. (In this I was right, for He did not come this way 
again.) So strong was the longing in my soul for something He 
seemed to have to give, I threw caution to the wind and ran to 
catch up with Him. I was out of breath when I reached the group. 
They all stopped to hear what I had to say, for I was breathless 
from running. 

There was something in Jesus' face that made me know that 
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He understood both the longing and the conflict within me. My 
heart melted before Him and I fell to my knees, very much sur- 
prised when my reserve vanished and I heard myself asking, 
"Master, what good deed must I do to have eternal life?" He 
studied me a full minute before answering, and then said, as if 
to draw me out, "Why do you ask me about what is good? There 
is One who is good." I knew He meant God. I know now He was 
trying to make me see that there was a higher good than keeping 
the law, which I set so much store by, but the idea did not occur 
to me then, for I believed the maxim of the rabbis which said, 
"There is nothing good but the law." When Jesus saw that I 
did not understand Him, He said, "If you would enter into 
life, keep the commandments." When I asked Him which ones 
He meant, He said, "Thou shalt not kill, thou shall not commit 
adultery, thou shalt not steal, thou shalt not bear false witness, 
honor thy father and thy mother, and love thy neighbor as thy- 
self." I was disappointed, for I thought He would tell me some- 
thing different from what I had been doing. I wondered for a 
moment why He did not mention all the commandments, but it 
would have made no difference if He had, for I had kept them 
all since I was a child. I suppose He did mean them all, and the 
ones He mentioned were to suggest the rest. Of course I do not 
mean to say that I had kept them as I afterward learned He 
interpreted them as meaning what went on in your heart and 
mind as well as what you did outwardly. I can now see clearly 
that the reason He mentioned the commandments was to teach 
me that the life I longed for was not in the law as I had sup- 
posed, for I had kept them as well as any man ever did, and I 
felt there was something I still lacked. I should have known 
this all along. 

I told Him I had kept the commandments. I was desperately 
in earnest and studied His expression to catch an indication of 
what His response to that would be. The thing I saw made me 
feel good, for I saw He was just as interested in my having eternal 
life as I was in getting it. I saw more than that, I saw He loved 
me, so I made bold to ask Him what it was I lacked yet. He 
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looked at me for a moment and I read In His eyes a deep com- 
passion and sensed that He was about to tell me something He 
knew would cause me great soul-searching. Then without taking 
His eyes from my face, He said, "If you would reach the heights 
of your desire, go home and sell everything you have and give 
to the poor and you will have treasure in heaven: and come, fol- 
low me." 

I stood there speechless, so shocked by what He had said that I 
could scarcely believe my ears. How could He demand such a 
thing of me? It would mean giving up both my wealth and my 
position as ruler of the synagogue the things of which I was 
the proudest. Besides, were not my wealth and my position both 
evidence of God's favor upon me? Then I saw in a flash the emp- 
tiness of my life, which I had not been willing to admit even to 
myself. I saw that though I was rich I was poor in spiritual 
qualities. I saw my life in contrast to what it might be if I would 
really become Jesus' disciple. I knew He had not told me to sell 
everything in order to make me poor like the rest of His fol- 
lowers, but because my riches and the way of life that went with 
them were insurmountable hindrances to entrance into the kind 
of life for which my better nature hungered. So strong was my 
desire for eternal life, for a moment I seriously considered doing 
as He said, but then my more practical nature asserted itself and 
I could not tolerate the thought of what life would be without my 
wealth and my position. His eyes, like a surgeon's knife poised to 
cut away the malignancy of my soul, never left me. I looked into 
His face and searched for some ray of hope that I might keep what 
I had and also receive eternal life, but found none. I knew it was 
impossible. Involuntarily I dropped my eyes, then I slowly arose 
and with an indescribable sorrow turned and started back the way 
I had run so eagerly a few moments before. 

I had made my choice, but I was not happy about it, and 
doubted if I ever would be. As I walked away I heard Jesus say 
in tones of deep regret, "Truly, it is hard for a rich man to enter 
into the kingdom of heaven." I was tempted to turn around and 
go back and tell Him I would do it, even if it was hard, but 
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pride would not let me, I did look back as I rounded the curve in 
the road, and I saw the group standing where I had left them, en- 
gaged in earnest conversation. 

I learned later that they had quite a discussion about a rich 
man entering the kingdom of heaven. It seems that Jesus' 
remark about how hard it was for a rich man to enter the kingdom 
of heaven astonished them very much, for everyone supposed 
that riches were a sign of God's favor. People invariably looked 
up to a man of wealth, and almost everyone thought it would be 
easier for him to be saved than a poor man. When Jesus saw they 
were slow to believe what He had said, in order to emphasize it 
more strongly He told them it was easier for a camel to go through 
the eye of a needle than for a rich man to enter into the King- 
dom of God. To some people that might sound impossible, but 
that was not what He meant. He exaggerated it, as we Orientals 
do, in order to emphasize it. We had a proverb about a camel 
going through the eye of a needle and another about a camel 
dancing in a quart cup that we used when we wanted to indicate 
something extremely hard to do. Jesus was simply saying it was 
very difficult, as it would have been for me, for a rich man to 
enter into the kingdom of heaven. The disciples were exceedingly 
amazed and asked, "Who can be saved then?" He told them that 
with men it was impossible, but not with God, to whom all things 
are possible. God could save even a rich man. Peter got the point; 
he understood that riches were a hindrance to a man's soul. Then 
he reminded Jesus that he and the rest of them had left every- 
thing to follow Him, and wanted to know what they would get 
in return. Jesus told them that when His Kingdom was estab- 
lished they would have high places in it. He said that everyone 
who made sacrifices for His sake, like those who left property and 
family, would receive bountiful rewards in this life, even though 
they were persecuted, and would inherit eternal life. Then Jesus 
said that many who were now first would be last, and many who 
were now last would be first. 

When this conversation was reported to me I recalled the 
parable I had heard Him speak a short time before, in which He 
told about a rich man who lived well every day and a poor man 
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full of sores who begged at his gate. They both died and their 
positions were then reversed, for the poor man went to heaven 
and the rich man went to hell, where he begged for a favor from 
the poor man in heaven. I knew it was not because one was rich 
and the other poor that the one had been saved and the other 
lost. I also knew it was easier for a poor man than a rich man 
to make the necessary sacrifices in order to follow Jesus. I pon- 
dered this a long time, for I knew how easy it was to trust in the 
security of earthly riches and to enjoy the way of life they made 
possible, without thought of the future. I also knew now that 
had I considered my wealth a trust from God to be used for His 
glory, and had I administered it as His steward, it would not 
have been necessary for Jesus to tell me to dispose of it. I longed 
for the joy of following Jesus and the assurance of eternal life 
that came with it, but I knew I could not have it so long as I 
refused to use my possessions as He directed. And furthermore 
I knew that I had neither the courage nor the faith to become a 
real follower of His. I wanted to, but was unwilling to pay the 
price, so I lived out my life unable to get away from what He 
said to me that day and yet never willing to do what He said, 
and thus I missed eternal life. 

I know you are saying, "What a tragedy I" It was a tragedy, and 
no one knows it better than I. However, do not waste your sym- 
pathy on me, for there is nothing you can do about me. My sad 
destiny has long been settled. I beg you not to make the same 
mistake I did, for whether you have little or much the Master 
wants you to follow Him that you may have the joys of eternal 
life here and hereafter. The only way to do It is to use what you 
have as He wants you to do and to follow Him. 

Please take seriously what I have said, for it is very important. 
I know whereof I speak, for I am the man who tried to hold to 
my wealth and in so doing lost everything worth having. 



II 



There are circumstances which seem as if intended as a very 
hot-bed for the culture of religious principle, in which the diffi- 
culty appears to be to escape being religious. There are others 
in which religious life seems impossible. 

The possibility of such a life is guaranteed by the history of 
Zacchaeus. Zacchaeus was tempted much, and yet Zacchaeus con- 
trived to be a servant of Christ. If we wanted a motto to prefix 
to this story, we should append this: The successful pursuit of 
religion under difficulties. 

Frederick W. Robertson 



There was a soft spot still left in Zacchaeus's heart, and that 
soft spot was this: Zacchaeus was as eager as any schoolboy in all 
Jericho to see Jesus who He was. And like any schoolboy he ran 
before and climbed up into a sycamore tree to see Jesus, for He 
was to pass that way. And simple things like that, childlike and 
schoolboy-like things like that, always touched our Lord's heart. 

Alexander Whyte 



THE PUBLICAN 

"A man named Zacchaeus . . sought to see Jesus,*' 
Luke 19:2-3 



I AM ZACCHAEUS, the publican of Jericho the last sinner 
sought and saved before Jesus' crucifixion. How fortunate it 
was for me that He visited my section of the country before 
He went to Jerusalem to the Passover and, as it turned out, to 
His cross. I have often thought what a difference it would have 
made to me if He had gone the direct route through Samaria as 
He did at other times. I suppose I would have gone on living the 
life of a rich publican, getting richer every year as I made my 
position yield more and more. Probably I would not have realized 
I was lost until after I had died and it was too late. I certainly 
would have missed the joy of giving to the poor and the satisfac- 
tion of making restitution for wrongs I had done. Sometimes I 
think Jesus must have had me in mind even before He left 
Galilee. For I have heard that Matthew, who had been a publican 
there, and who was one of His disciples, had told Him about me 
and asked Him to come my way. He certainly acted as if He 
were looking for me, and seemed to know where to find me. 

Let me tell you a little more about myself before I tell you what 
happened that day I met the Master. I know that people do not 
like to hear others talk about themselves, but the thing that hap- 
pened to me was so wonderful I must tell you about it. I want 
you to understand it so that you may also know what it means 
to meet Jesus, for that is the most wonderful thing that could 
happen to anybody. 

My name, as I told you, is Zacchaeus, which means, "Pure." My 
father gave it to me when I was born as an expression of his hope 
that I would grow up to be a good man. As a boy I tried to live 
up to my name, for I admired my father and wanted to please 
him. When I grew older I cared less about being righteous and 
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more about having riches. After I secured the position of tax col- 
lector I forgot the meaning of my name altogether, for one could 
make very little out of the job of tax collecting if he were strictly 
honest. I would not have you think that I was the worst fellow 
in the world, for I was not, but I see now that I was extremely 
grasping and very inconsiderate of the burdens of my fellow 
men. I got all I could out of them. I knew many of them would 
not hesitate to do anything they could to keep from paying me 
their taxes. The old Talmud said it was not a sin to lie to a 
murderer, a thief, or a publican, and I knew many of them would 
cheat me if they could. They used every trick they knew to pay 
as little as possible, and I used every trick I knew to make them 
pay as much as possible. I looked on it as a sort of game and took 
delight in outwitting them. I generally won, for I had the Roman 
government back of me. In the process I forgot all about being 
the kind of man my father hoped I would be when he named 
me Zacchaeus. 

I was small of stature so small, in fact, that I was always at a 
disadvantage in a crowd. Frequently I was pushed around on 
account of my size, and to say the least I did not like it. Nobody 
pays much attention to a small man except to stare at him and 
make him feel smaller still. I expect that my size was one of the 
reasons I took the job of a publican; the people would have to 
pay some attention to me then, for I would represent the Roman 
government. They might not like me, but at least they would have 
to acknowledge my authority. Being a small man was not bad, 
if you had a big position. I mention my size because if I had not 
been so little I would not have climbed the tree that day. 

In time I had become a chief publican, and as such had charge 
of the taxes in the whole area around Jericho. As chief publican 
the Roman government told me the amount of taxes they wanted 
from the area. They set the rate but never questioned how I col- 
lected the money, nor how much, so long as I turned over to 
them the prescribed amount. You see I was sort of a wholesaler 
in taxes and seldom collected the taxes from the people person- 
ally. I divided the area into small districts and made a deputy 
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responsible for the collections in his particular district. The ex- 
pense of collecting, as well as my profits, had to be added of 
course to the amount required by the Romans. I would tell each 
of my deputies how much of the whole he had to raise in Ms 
particular district, adding enough for myself and a margin in 
case one of them fell down on the job. None of them ever did, so 
I had a nice sum over for myself every year. The deputies took 
care of themselves in the same way. In the last analysis it boiled 
down to collecting every penny they could make the people pay. 
Now you see why they hated us publicans and why they were 
surprised that Jesus associated with us. You could not blame the 
people, for the system gave us every advantage over them. 

I was a Jew and I did not like the Romans any better than the 
rest of my people did. They were hard and overbearing masters. 
At first I did not feel any hesitancy in squeezing taxes out of my 
people to fatten the coffers of Rome. Somebody was going to do 
it, I reasoned, so why not I, and besides it would mean more 
money in my pocket. I believe in patriotism all right, but not 
when it costs me money. If I could make money out of the Roman 
occupation I certainly was going to do it, even if it did come out 
of the pockets of my people. I see now that I betrayed my peo- 
ple in becoming an agent to help Rome bleed them white. I do 
not blame them for despising me and my kind. 

One day I saw a great crowd gather in the street. Someone of 
importance must be coming, I thought, and I wondered who it 
could be. I had heard the rumor that some magician from Galilee 
had restored the sight of a blind beggar the day before, but I 
did not pay any attention to it, for half of the blind beggars 
were fakers anyway, and besides nobody could give sight to the 
blind, It never occurred to me that there was any connection be- 
tween the rumor I had heard and the crowd that had gathered. 
Had I connected the two, probably I would not have given it 
another thought. I supposed some person of real importance was 
coming, someone like a king, or a prince, or a high government 
official. I had been a publican long enough to know the people 
would ignore with scorn any question I might ask and I knew it 
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was useless to try to push out in front where I could see, so not 
to be outdone I climbed a nearby sycamore tree and sat on one 
of the lower limbs where I could see everything. 

The crowd was milling about one who appeared to be just an 
ordinary man, who was coming my way. He was not dressed like 
any great person, and His attendants were common men. When 
He stopped under my tree and looked up at me, something hap- 
pened inside of me that I never have been able fully to explain. 
As He looked up at me, that look set ablaze the smoldering fires 
of my better nature. Before I had time to analyze what was going 
on inside me, to my great surprise He called me by name, and 
said He wanted to spend the night at my home. He knew who I 
was without asking anyone and it appeared that He had always 
known. I certainly had the impression He was looking for me. 

I now realized who He was. He was that prophet from Galilee 
about whom I had heard. It had not been so long since He had 
been at Bethany, a nearby village up on the Jericho road. 
Travelers from there had reported that He had raised to life a 
man named Lazarus, who had been dead four days, but of course 
I didn't believe it. Some even said they thought He was the Mes- 
siah. Others said that He could not be, for none of those learned 
in the law in Jerusalem thought He was and they certainly 
would know. I did not give it much consideration, but I doubted 
if anyone so unmilitary as He could ever free us from the Romans. 

Whether He was the Messiah or not did not matter to me then. 
It flattered me that He wanted to stay in my home overnight, so 
I climbed down quickly and started home with Him. The crowd 
seemed to think that proved something bad about me. They 
began to find fault with Him for stopping with me. Afterwards 
I learned that He was used to having people find fault with Him, 
for somebody was always doing it. Just before we went into my 
house I heard one of those who were following make a disparag- 
ing remark about Him and myself. The thing I overheard was, 
"He is gone to be the guest of a man that is a sinner." I do not 
know whether He heard it or not; if He did, He didn't let on. I 
certainly was puffed up that He had chosen me for His host. It 
made me feel important, but after I heard that remark I was not 
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so elated, for it set me to thinking. It was true, I was a sinner, 
one of the worst. I was not worthy to have such a person under 
my roof. The more I associated with Him and saw the purity ot 
His life and the unselfishness of His motives and the absence of 
all guile, the more I saw He was the kind of man my father had 
hoped I would be when he named me Zacchaeus. 

I saw myself now as I really was. I saw myself as God saw me. 
I began to wish Jesus had not come to my house, for I had been 
content in my sin and now I was miserable. He must have known 
what was going on inside of me; at least I thought I saw in His 
eyes a look of understanding. I asked Him about His work in 
Galilee and told Him of the rumor I had heard about Lazarus, 
the man at Bethany, who was supposed to be raised from the 
dead. As we talked, faith began to dawn in my soul. I saw that 
Jesus was a prophet indeed. Then the light suddenly burst upon 
me. He was more than a prophet He was the Messiah! He was 
the Son of God! I now remembered hearing that John the Baptist, 
when he was preaching around Jericho, had pointed out Jesus 
as the Lamb of God to take away the sin of the world. I do not 
know what made me do it, but I told Jesus how greatly I had 
sinned, how I had both enjoyed it and profited by it, but that 
now I was miserable. I asked Him what I should do. He told me 
I must repent and turn to God and make restitution for the evil 
I had done, and then I must live a righteous life. How could I do 
that? It would mean the loss of my job and my money, besides 
the humiliation of admitting that I had been dishonest in the col- 
lecting of the taxes. It would cost me too much no, I was in too 
deep and too much was involved to make any such radical change, 
and besides I thought maybe I was under His spell and it would 
pass away as soon as He was gone. It was the Devil counseling 
delay. We then retired for the night. 

I scarcely slept all night. I could not get away from the idea 
that I ought to make a complete break with my former life. My 
wealth and position I had been so proud of now seemed only the 
evidence of my oppression of others. I was a great sinner, and the 
Christ did not belong under my roof. I would almost get my 
mind made up to make a complete change, then I would think 
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of what was involved and would back away from it. It was too 
late now. Oh, if I could only start over again 1 I could now see 
that I had departed step by step from my boyhood ideals and 
those of my father. And so it went on all night. Regret, prudence, 
noble desire, practical problems, opinions of friends, faith and 
doubt, all tramped up and down my mind in ruthless disregard 
for my peace. My soul was still in turmoil when morning came. 

When Jesus started to leave, the crowd again gathered outside 
and I saw the same penetrating look I had seen in His eyes the 
night before when they had questioned the propriety of His 
being my guest. I looked into His face and He seemed to be 
saying to me, "What about it, Zacchaeus?" I could not stand it 
any longer. I would become His follower, no matter what it cost 
me. So right there before them all I told Him I would dedicate 
half of my property to charity and pay back every man I had 
wronged four times the amount I had taken from him unjustly. 
It was then that Jesus said salvation had come to my house. I was 
greatly relieved, and an indescribable peace filled my soul. 

Then Jesus turned to the crowd and said He had come to seek 
and to save the lost. They understood then why He had chosen 
to stop at my house. I had been a lost man, although I had not 
realized it. Now, I know He had sought me out to save me. That 
is why I have told you my story. Maybe some of you are lost the 
same as I was, and do not realize it. He wants to save you and 
He will save you if you will repent and turn to Him and show 
your repentance and faith by what you do and the way you live. 



I2r 



The false disciple was a sentimental, plausible, self-deceived 
pietist, who knew and approved the good, though not consci- 
entiously practising it; one who, in aesthetic feeling, in fancy, 
and in intellect, had affinities for the noble and the holy, while 
in will and in conduct he was the slave of base, selfish passions; 
one who, in the last resource, would always put self uppermost, 
yet could zealously devote himself to well-doing when personal 
interests were not compromised in short, what the Apostle 
James calls a two-minded man. 

A. B. Bruce 



Judas Iscariot is the greatest failure in history, because along 
with the eleven other apostles he had the highest trial of his- 
tory. He was called to be an apostle, to be one of the founders 
of the church of Jesus Christ upon this earth. Presented with 
that highest opportunity, put to trial in that most august re- 
sponsibility, Judas failed; hence, he is the greatest failure in 
history. . . . 

The same summer sun which ripens the grain also ripens the 
weeds. In his association with Jesus, Judas grew worse rather 
than better. 

Clarence E. Macartney 



He was such a waster Jesus was Judas thought. He wasted 
time and energy on people who did not count: outcasts, and 
women, and common people. He wasted opportunities to capital- 
ize the interest of the rich and powerful. He did not seem to 
realize that He lived in a world of men and their judgments 
and values. 

Allan Knight Chalmers 



While the thief went from the prison and the cross to Para- 
dise, this apostle went from the temple and the Last Supper to 
perdition. 

Edward O. Guerrant 



IUDAS ISCARIOT 

*/ 

"Judas Iscariot, who . . . betrayed him." 
Matthew 10:4 



IT IS A DREADFUL THING to succeed In a crime, especially 
such a one as I committed. It was nearly two thousand years 
ago, but not a day has passed since that I have not recalled 
some part of it with painful regret. If hell were no more than 
my memories and guilty conscience, it would be enough for me, 
for the shame and remorse that made me hang myself have not 
lessened one whit with the passing of the years. I suppose I am 
the most despised person who ever lived; so far as I know I do 
not have a friend on earth or in hell, but no one despises me more 
than I do myself. A second suicide that would release me into 
oblivion would be welcome indeed, but alas, it is not possible. 
It certainly would have been better for me, as Jesus said, if I 
had never been born. I thought to escape from myself when I put 
the rope around my neck and climbed up into the tree and 
jumped, but all I did was to seal my doom forever. Had I not 
committed suicide, I would have had an opportunity to repent 
and confess my guilt to Jesus and I believe He would have for- 
given me. 

Through the years men have speculated on the motives that 
led me to do it; so have I. In their Gospels, Luke and John simply 
said the Devil got into me, and that about tells the whole story. 
The question that puzzles me is not why I did it, but why Christ 
ever chose me in the first place, and then tolerated me after He 
knew it was in my heart to betray Him. I am sure of one thing, 
He did not choose me because He foresaw I would betray Him 
and thus fulfill an Old Testament prophecy. I am equally certain 
that I was not fated to do it. What I did must forever be my own 
responsibility alone. If you know Him as I knew Him you could 
not think of Him as selecting a man to be an instrument of 
infamy as I turned out to be. No, He chose me because He loved 
me, and believed that I could measure up to the high office He 
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wanted me to fill, and I, like the rest of His disciples, believed in 
Him to the extent that I was willing to leave everything to fol- 
low Him. I was no better and no worse than any of them at the 
beginning. When I became His disciple I had no idea I would 
ever do such a thing as betray Him. 

He must have been bitterly disappointed in me, even though 
He never said so. Even after He knew what was in my heart to 
do, He never showed that He knew until the very last. He must 
have been hoping that I would come to my senses and change my 
ways. He certainly gave me every chance to do so. That I did not 
has been to my everlasting regret. It seems strange to me even 
now that I should have let myself sink so low as to betray my 
friend. 

As I see it now, it all began in the disputes we had about who 
would be the greatest in His Kingdom. I was somewhat of an 
outsider, being from Kerioth, the only one of the twelve who 
was not a Galilean. In fact I was born as Iscariot, which meant 
the man from Kerioth. I was no more ambitious than any of the 
rest, we all wanted the chief places. It soon became apparent that 
I would have little chance, for the antipathies between the Gali- 
leans and the rest of the country crept into our relationships. I 
felt that I did not have a fair chance that He did not give me 
the proper consideration. This led to ill will and aided by other 
things finally resulted in the betrayal. I never dreamed at the 
beginning it would result in anything like that; probably it would 
not have if other things had not contributed to it. Certainly 
you never can tell what malice will lead to. 

Another thing that had a lot to do with it was the fact that I 
became the treasurer. I felt honored that the position was given 
to me. I received the money the people gave for our support, and 
paid the bills and doled out the money for charity. None of the 
rest bothered about it. Soon I began to take a little for myself. 
There never was much in the bag, so I began to tighten down on 
the expenditures so that there would be more left for me. I can- 
not tell exactly how I knew, but I became aware that Jesus saw 
through my dishonesty. It was only a suspicion at first and I 
passed it by as probably only my guilty conscience making me 
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imagine it. There was no way to check up, for nobody kept 
records of what was received. Finally, I was sure I was not de- 
ceiving Him. I spent a sleepless night or two over it, wondering 
what I should do. If He exposed me I would be ruined; if I con- 
fessed it, I would be ruined also. I know now that I should have 
confessed it to Him. I know now that He would not have humil- 
iated me by exposing me any more than He humiliated Peter 
after his denial. I quit taking any more for a while, then began 
again to take a little, thinking He would not notice it. I should 
have known better. I became so greedy that one day I objected 
to Mary's using the precious ointment to anoint Jesus, thinking 
how much it would have added to the funds if it had been sold. 
I had become hardened by then. The fact that Jesus knew I was 
a thief made me hate Him. It must have been in my subcon- 
scious mind to destroy Him to justify my guilt. I felt like I was 
getting even with Him, although He had done nothing to me, 
except to let me know in a subtle way that He knew what I was 
doing. One day in Galilee He said that one of us had a devil. I 
knew He meant me, and I resented it and hardened my heart 
against Him, seeking to retaliate in some way. 

Another thing that led me to do what I did was the mistaken 
idea that His persistent antagonizing of the authorities was 
unnecessary and would lead them to take such drastic measures as 
to bring harm to all of us. Jesus insisted on going to Jerusalem 
when it was apparent to us all that it was dangerous to do so. 
Even before we left Galilee He talked about being crucified, as if 
it were something that was about to take place. The first year I 
was with Him He was much more cautious. He even withdrew 
from Judea after John the Baptist got into trouble. Later He 
seemed to provoke the authorities deliberately. Especially was 
this true when we arrived in Jerusalem for the Passover. After He 
failed to take advantage of the enthusiastic acclaim of the multi- 
tude when He entered Jerusalem, I lost all hope that He intended 
to become king. If He did not do something to pacify the Sanhe- 
drin they would most certainly put Him to death. We all lived in 
fear. There was no telling what they would do to us. My fears 
grew worse when on the third day of that last week He talked 
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soldiers, and when they had come together I went with them to 
the Garden of Gethsemane. I stayed in the background out of 
sight as best I could. When they came upon Jesus and His dis- 
ciples, Jesus stepped out and asked them whom they were look- 
ing for. They said, "Jesus of Nazareth/ 1 Then He quietly said, 
"I am he." So overawed were they by His majesty or maybe it 
was a miracle that they shrank back and fell to the ground. 
When they had recovered He again asked them whom they were 
looking for, and then assured them that He was Jesus. It was 
evident that they were reluctant to take Him, or else they were 
not certain He was the one they were supposed to arrest, so I 
stepped forward and greeted Him with, "Hail, Master," and 
kissed Him several times, as if I were meeting one I loved and 
had not seen for a long time. That was the sign that had been 
agreed upon. He looked into my eyes with profound sorrow and 
pity, and calling me by name said, "Friend, why are you come? Do 
you betray the Son of Man with a kiss?" as if the infamy of it 
astonished even Him. It made me begin to feel mean way down 
inside of me. That was the beginning of my hell. 

When the commanding officer stepped forward to arrest Him, 
Jesus requested that the disciples be allowed to go their way. In 
the confusion that followed, Peter struck at one of the soldiers 
with a sword and barely missed splitting his head; as it was, he 
cut off his ear. Peter had prepared himself for trouble. Jesus 
made him put up the sword and told him that all who took up 
the sword would perish by the sword. He also reminded Peter 
that if He desired He could call more than twelve legions of 
angels to His rescue. Then He performed a final miracle, replac- 
ing the ear of the wounded soldier. By this time the disciples had 
all fled. 

So they took Jesus off. I had earned my thirty pieces of silver, 
but at what a price! I dared not go out to Bethany for the night, 
and sleep was impossible, so I wandered the streets of the city. The 
longer the night wore on the more I despised myself, and by the 
time morning came I was beside myself. I had allowed my malice 
and greed and selfishness to betray the Son of God, and to think 
I had done it with a kiss! About the break of day I heard a great 
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commotion. It was like a riot. I stood in the shadows of the door- 
way and listened. They were bringing Jesus from the Sanhedrin 
to the judgment hall. Everybody was excited. It was evident that 
the Sanhedrin had been summoned in the night and that they had 
condemned Him to death, for they were very angry and wrought 
up. They said He was a blasphemer and worthy of death. The 
crowd was coming my way so I shrank deeper in the shadow of 
the doorway and let them go by. Jesus looked worn and tired 
from the ordeal of the night. I followed the crowd at some dis- 
tance and stood around outside of the judgment hall, hoping 
that Pilate would show courage and let Him go, for it was evi- 
dent that he did not consider Him guilty. My hope was in vain, 
for finally Pilate yielded to the demands of the mob. I saw him 
wash his hands and heard him say he was innocent of the blood 
of this innocent man, but I knew that he knew he was not, any 
more than I was. Then the soldiers took Jesus away to crucify Him. 

I hastened to the Temple and sought out the chief priests. I 
found them with some of the elders and begged them to take 
back the thirty pieces of silver, telling them that I had sinned in 
that I had betrayed innocent blood. They said sneeringly that 
that was not any of their affair. In desperation I threw the money 
on the floor at their feet and went out in a daze. Life was no 
longer worth living. The thought of suicide came to me and I 
welcomed it. It was the way out. It did not take long to secure a 
rope and to slip out to a lonely spot where I climbed a tree 
and made the rope fast around a limb and put the slip knot over 
my head. The sad course of my life passed before my eyes and I 
jumped. I thought I was ending it all, but alasl it was only the 
beginning of an eternity of misery. 

I know now that the betrayal was the natural outcome of my 
vanity and malice and spite and selfishness and greed. What a pity 
I had let them rule my lifel No man ever had a greater opportunity 
than I, and none ever came to a more inglorious end. I had gone 
forth with the others on the preaching tour and had cast out devils 
in other people but I had let the Devil get into my heart. Friend, 
be warned by my awful fate. Turn to God before it is too late, 
and seek His forgiveness and help. 



T 
X 



Pilate was a politician in the meaner sense of the word. 

Allan Knight Chalmers 



The Bible is never out of date. Its characters are involved in 
those webs of destiny which are woven of the same threads that 
constitute our own. When we ponder what a man like Pilate did 
or failed to do, being confronted with a crisis of his mind and 
spirit, we see exemplified the same eternal moral forces with 
which we also have to reckon. 

Walter Russell Bowie 



As a man he was a coward, afraid of the mob and afraid of 
the censure of Tiberius, afraid of committing an injustice and 
afraid to do justice. 

Frank S. Mead 



"They led him away, and delivered him to Pontius Pilate the governor.* 

Matthew 27:2 



I AM PONTIUS PILATE. You have heard of Pontius Pilate, 
I am sure. You know that I am the man who had the final 
say about Jesus Christ. It was I who delivered Him to be 
crucified. That is all in the Bible. You probably know that I was 
the representative of the Roman government in Jerusalem for ten 
years, but perhaps you do not know that I was removed from 
office because of the complaints of the Jews. I was a hard ruler. 
I loved the prestige and power of my position and cared little for 
the people I ruled. I had few fixed principles to govern my con- 
duct, but sought to solve problems as they arose in a manner 
that would be to my advantage. I was always willing to do right 
if it was not to my personal disadvantage. Fortunately for me, 
Tiberius, who was Caesar then, died before I had to give an 
account of my activities. The disgrace of being removed from 
office was more than I could stand, for I had a great deal of pride, 
so I committed suicide. 

The mistakes of my life were many, but the one I made in re- 
gard to Jesus of Nazareth was unforgivable. I will not bother to 
tell you in detail of the mistake I made in antagonizing the Jews 
by marching my soldiers through Jerusalem, holding aloft idol- 
atrous images, or about the time I set up images dedicated to 
emperor worship in the Temple, or about the bloody massacres 
I staged in Galilee and Samaria which brought about my re- 
moval. These were all bad but not as bad as the time I delivered 
Jesus to be crucified. Let me tell you about that. 

I knew the terrible hatred the members of the Sanhedrin had 
for Jesus. I did not want to become involved with them over Him, 
so I did my best to avoid having to make a decision about Him. 
However, that was not possible for they brought Him to me for 
judgment. They had tried Him during the night in order to 
avoid arousing the opposition of His friends, and upon the 
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testimony of two false witnesses had convicted Him of blasphemy 
and sentenced Him to die. The death penalty could not be in- 
voked without my consent, so early in the morning they brought 
Him to me bound with chains. I was perturbed to be called so 
early, but invited them into the judgment hall to hold the hear- 
ing. They refused to come inside with the prisoner, since it was 
a Gentile place and they thought they would be defiled and un- 
able to partake of the Passover Feast which was at hand. I 
thought that was straining at a gnat and swallowing a camel. 
However, I did not want to antagonize them, so I went out on 
the porch to hear what they had to say. As I look at it now I see 
I missed then my best opportunity to avoid the issue. I should 
have told them that if they would not come into the judgment 
hall I would have nothing to do with the case. However, they 
were so wrought up they might even have come inside and 
foregone the Passover. They were in a state of mind to do any- 
thing. 

They had Jesus bound in chains. When I asked them what the 
chaiges against Him were they answered angrily, "If He were not 
an evildoer we would not have brought Him to you." I knew 
certainly then I was in for trouble, so I told them to take Him 
and judge Him according to their law. It was then that I realized 
that I would have to decide what to do with Him, for they wanted 
to put Him to death, and the Roman law had taken that au- 
thority away from them. I wish now they had had it, then I 
would not have had to decide. 

I took Jesus inside the judgment hall and questioned Him 
about His being a king. The Jews had said He had perverted the 
whole nation, and had told the people not to pay their taxes, 
claiming that He was their Messiah a king. When I asked Him 
about it, He said He was a king, but that His Kingdom was not 
of this world. He said He had been born to bear witness to the 
truth. It was plain to me that the charges were false and that 
the Jewish leaders were trying to get rid of Him because so many 
of the people were following Him against their wishes. When I 
had finished questioning Him I went out and told them that I 
did not find any fault in Him at all. 
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They became furiously excited and shouted their accusations 
at the top of their voices, demanding that He be crucified, Jesus 
stood there before them, the only calm one among us, not a bit 
afraid or excited. You cannot imagine a man so perfectly at ease 
while a mob was clamoring for His death. I marveled at such per- 
fect poise, it was more than human. He did not even open His 
mouth, when they said their worst things about Him. I was won- 
dering what to do next when I heard someone say He was from 
Galilee. That was my cue, for Galilee was in the jurisdiction of 
Herod, and fortunately he was in town that day, so I sent Jesus to 
Herod, congratulating myself that I had been smart to think of 
that way out. I must confess that I had no use for Herod and 
ordinarily would have ignored his presence, but I was glad to for- 
get any differences we had had in order to escape the responsibility 
of deciding about Jesus. Herod was flattered that I had honored 
him by giving him this recognition, and it had worked out fine, so 
I thought. I did not think it very long, for it was not more than 
an hour before Herod sent Him back to me. You see, Herod had 
heard a great deal about Jesus and had hoped He would perform 
a miracle for him, but Jesus did nothing of the kind. The chief 
priests and the scribes had appeared before Herod vehemently 
accusing Jesus, but when Herod questioned Him He refused to 
answer. So Herod turned Him over to the soldiers, who put a gor- 
geous robe upon Him and mocked Him before they brought Him 
back to me. 

I was now on the spot, as you would say. I had to make a de- 
cision, for it was plain I could not dodge the issue much longer, 
so I proposed a compromise. Being in politics I had developed 
the art of compromising to a high degree. Doubtless you know 
what I mean, for in hell I have heard that many of your problems 
are not decided on the basis of right or wrong but by compro- 
mises which neither side likes, and which are grudgingly accepted 
as the best that can be done under the circumstances. I am even 
told that some Christians will compromise with what they know 
to be right in order to make a profit or to stay in the good graces 
of some people. I understand that some of your government offi- 
cials are given their positions because of their reputation for 
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thinking up compromises. I wish I had had one of those experts 
in my day; maybe he could have thought up a good compromise 
that would have worked. However, I thought I had a pretty good 
one, so I called a meeting of the chief priests and the members of 
the Sanhedrin. I told them plainly that I had examined the 
prisoner carefully and could not see that He was guilty of the 
charges made against Him, and I told them that Herod was of 
the same opinion. Certainly He had done nothing that would 
justify His being put to death. Then I proposed my compromise. 
I said, "I will chastise Him and then release Him/' but they would 
not hear to it. 

At this point a message came from my wife telling me of a 
dream she had had and begging me to have nothing to do with 
putting this innocent man to death. I have wished a thousand 
times I had paid attention to her, but I thought I could handle 
the situation. Like many another, I did not know good advice 
when I heard it. 

Then I played my trump card, which I'd had up my sleeve all 
the time. It was the custom to pardon a prisoner at the Passover 
season. So I proposed this year to let the people choose the man, 
or at least to let them choose between Jesus and another I had 
picked. That was the trick in it. I had been careful to pick a no- 
torious criminal named Barabbas, who had been convicted of 
both murder and sedition. I felt sure I had outwitted them. They 
would not dare let a man like Barabbas go free, I reasoned, but 
I was wrong. I had underestimated both the power and the 
hatred of the Sanhedrin. For between the time I told them I was 
going to give the people their choice and the time I asked the 
multitude to make the decision, they had stirred up the people to 
ask for the release of Barabbas and to insist upon the crucifixion 
of Jesus. 

It was then I asked the question that had been on my mind all 
the time and which everyone has to answer sooner or later, 
"What then shall I do with Jesus who is called Christ?" I tried to 
argue with them, but it was no use, they only shouted the more, 
"Crucify Him.*' So there I was, right back where I had started at 
the break of day. In fact, I was in a worse position now than I 



PONTIUS PILATE 113 

was then, for I had not stood for my convictions. I still had to de- 
cide what I was going to do with Jesus, but I was not willing to 
give in to them yet. So I tried another device. 

I had a basin of water brought and in the presence of the mul- 
titude I slowly washed my hands, and as I did so said to them, "I 
am innocent of the blood of this just man. Do not blame me for 
it." While I knew I could not shift my guilt to them, I wanted 
them to understand they were driving me to do something I did 
not want to do. It did no good. In fact, I was horrified when they 
shouted, "His blood be on us and on our children." How little 
they realized the terrible thing they had said. Little did they 
dream of the consequences, any more than I dreamed of what was 
in store for me. 

I made one more effort. This time I appealed to their pity. But 
I only got more deeply involved. I gave an order for Jesus to be 
scourged and then delivered Him to the soldiers. After they 
flogged Him they made fun of Him in their rough way. They put 
an old scarlet robe upon Him. Someone made a crown out of 
thorns and put it on His head, another put a reed in His right 
hand for a scepter. Then they mockingly bowed down before 
Him and jeeringly shouted, "Hail, King of the Jews!" They 
laughed at Him and spit upon Him. One of them snatched the 
reed out of His hand and hit Him over the head with it. I broke 
this up by sending for the prisoner and placing Him again before 
the people. He was a pitiful sight indeed, for He still had on the 
old disheveled robe and the crown of thorns and was so weak 
from the scourging He could hardly stand. Again I said that I 
could find no fault in Him. I had hoped their hearts would be 
touched with pity, but it was a vain hope. Hatred had turned 
their hearts to stone and they began to shout again, "Crucify 
Him! Crucify Him!" Then they said something that struck fear in 
my soul. I don't know why it did, for I was not a particularly re- 
ligious man. Certainly I cared nothing for the God of the He- 
brews. It must have been that I had been more impressed with 
the claims that had been made for this man than I had realized. 
The thing they said was, "He ought to die, because He made 
Himself the Son of God." 
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I took Jesus into the judgment hall again and questioned Him 
about His being the Son of God. At first He would not talk. 
Then I reminded Him that I had the power to crucify Him or to 
release Him. He looked me straight in the eye and said, "You 
could have no power against me, except it were given you of 
God." I halfway believed Him. At any rate I was more convinced 
than ever that I should release Him, but when I sought to do so 
the people threatened to report me to Caesar for not condemning 
a man who claimed to be king. What was I to do? If I refused, I 
would be in trouble with Caesar. It was either my job or Jesus' 
life. You know what I did. I delivered Him to be crucified. After 
it was all over I showed my courage a little by refusing to change 
the sign I had had put on the cross, but it was too late then to 
make much difference. 

Pity me if you will, but it will not do me any good. I know 
what I should have done. I should have stood before that crowd 
and said, "I'm His friend." Who knows, I might have become one 
of His followers. But I was a weakling and a coward. I have been 
ashamed of myself ever since; that has been a part of my hell. 
May it never be a part of yours. 

Before you judge me too harshly, you might find it profitable 
to examine your own selves. If you have not dodged your respon- 
sibility toward Jesus, you may feel a little freer to cast your stones 
at me. If you have never compromised with right for the sake of 
the good will of someone else, then cast your stones at me. If you 
have never sought your own advantage at the expense of another, 
then I will not mind your hurling stones at me. But make no mis- 
take when you decide what you will do with Jesus. That's the 
most important thing you will ever decide. 



If you would see the most wonderful believer this world has 
ever seen, come to the cross of Christ, and to that cross beside it, 
and look at the penitent thief. He was a greater believer than 
Abraham, the father of believers. Greater than David. Greater 
than Isaiah. While Peter, and James, and John, with all their 
privileges and opportunities, are not worthy to be named in the 
same day with this thief. . . . 

I cannot but think that Paul will insist on giving place to 
this very prince and leader of all New Testament believers. Any- 
body could have believed and laboured all their days after being 
caught up into the third heaven, and after seeing Christ sitting 
there in all His glory. But Christ was still on His cross, and His 
glory was as black as midnight, when all the faith of the church 
of God found its last retreat and sure fastness and high tower in 
the thief's unconquerable and inextinguishable heart. 

Alexander Whyte 



. . . speaking without dogmatism, and merely from personal 
conviction, I do not find in all this New Testament record any 
faith that to me is more arresting, more amazing, more tri- 
umphant, more complete, than that of this dying malefactor. 

G. Campbell Morgan 



THE THIEF ON THE CROSS 

"Lord, remember me when thou comest into thy kingdom." 
Luke 25:42 



THE FIRST TIME I met Jesus was the morning we were 
crucified. I had heard a lot about Him but had never seen 
Him before. I was a bandit, robbing travelers in the Ju- 
dean hills, where our leader and two of us had been caught a 
few days before. We had gotten a reputation by our successes. 
That is why it went so hard with us when we were tried. The 
judge condemned all three of us to be crucified. We were cursing 
our luck early on the morning of our execution when the guard 
came in and told Barabbas, our leader, that he could go free. At 
first we thought he was joking, but it was soon apparent that he 
was not, for he took the chains off of Barabbas and let him go. It 
had been decided, he explained, that another man was to be 
crucified in his place. We asked him who it was and he said it 
was Jesus, the religious teacher from Galilee. The people had 
been given their choice and they had decided to release Barabbas 
and to crucify Jesus. That left us more puzzled than ever, for we 
had heard about Jesus from John the Baptist, who had preached 
in our hills. He had told us to repent for the Kingdom of God 
was at hand, and that this Jesus was the God-appointed one to 
establish it. From time to time we heard about Him, but I must 
say we did not think He was acting like He was going to re-estab- 
lish the throne of our forefathers. He did not seem to be stirring 
up anybody to rebel against the Romans. He did talk about a 
kingdom, but it was not of this world. We heard about His mir- 
acles and some of the things He said. It looked to us like He was 
more concerned with helping people and making them good 
than He was about establishing a kingdom. We had a big laugh 
when we heard that He said if somebody hit you on one cheek 
you were to let him hit you on the other also. Nobody like that 
could be the Messiah. 

I saw Jesus as soon as we got outside the prison. He was stand- 
ing beside a cross He was to carry out to Golgotha, where we 
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were to be crucified. There were two other crosses, one for my 
buddy and one for me. Jesus looked tired and worn. He was so 
weak from a lashing He had received that He could hardly stand. 
He was no criminal! There was no bitterness in His face, but a 
compassionate tenderness, for His eyes seemed to say He was sorry 
for the soldiers who had been assigned to crucify Him. We cursed 
and spat upon the soldiers as they prodded us along, but He said 
nothing. Anyone could see He was not like us. The crosses were 
heavy and I was not surprised when Jesus collapsed under His. 
When the guards saw He really could not carry it any farther, 
they made a big fellow carry it for Him. His name was Simon, a 
man who just happened to be passing by on his journey from 
Gyrene to Jerusalem. As we went along through the great crowd 
that had assembled I noticed a large number of Jesus' friends, 
mostly women, who wept for Him. He turned and told them not 
to weep for Him but for themselves, for He said that the time was 
coming when they would wish they had never borne children, 
and when they would ask the mountains to fall upon them to end 
their misery. He said if they were destroying Him who was inno- 
cent they could be sure the time would come when they, too, 
would suffer. He quoted a proverb about being sure that if the 
green wood (which stood for innocence) was burned, the dry 
wood would also be burned. 

When we arrived at Golgotha they crucified Jesus first while 
we stood looking on, knowing that as soon as they finished with 
Him they would nail us to the crosses we had carried. It was then 
about nine o'clock in the morning. We had to be dead and bur- 
ied before sundown, for the Sabbath started then. They took off 
all His clothes except the loincloth and divided them into four 
parts, except His coat, so that each of the four soldiers crucifying 
Him got a part and then they threw dice to see who would get 
the coat. Jesus did not resist when they laid Him down on the 
cross; He did not even cry out when they drove the nails through 
His hands. He reminded me of a sheep that is dumb before the 
shearers, or of a lamb that silently goes to the slaughter. After 
they finished nailing Him to the cross, a messenger came from 
Pilate with a sign to put on the top of it. The sign was written in 
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Greek, and Latin, and Hebrew, so that everyone could read It, 
and it said, "This is Jesus of Nazareth, the King of the Jews." The 
chief priests who were there objected to it, saying that it ought 
not to read that He was the King of the Jews, but that He said 
He was the King of the Jews. The chief priests sent word to 
Pilate to ask him to change it, but Pilate would not. So they 
lifted up the cross with its burden and put it in the hole that had 
been dug for it. 

While they were crucifying my companion the crowd gathered 
around Jesus and made fun of Him. They said sarcastically, "You 
who can destroy the Temple and build it up again in three days, 
now save yourself. If you are the Son of God as you claim, come 
down from the cross." Even the members of the Sanhedrin and 
some of the scribes and the chief priests took part in it. There 
was not an ounce of pity in the lot of them. I was surprised at 
the chief priests when I heard them shout, "If you are the King 
of the Jews, save yourself and we will believe on you/* Then one 
of them turned to a companion and said with a sneer, "He 
trusted in God; let God deliver Him now if He wants Him." I am 
sorry to say it, but my buddy and I also shouted, "If you are the 
Messiah, save both yourself and us." He made no reply at first, 
then I saw Him lift up His eyes to heaven and talk to God. 
Maybe He was going to call on God to save us. Everybody must 
have had the same idea, for the crowd became strangely quiet. He 
did not ask God to save us but He called Him Father and asked 
Him to forgive those who were crucifying Him and mocking 
Him, for He said they did not know what they were doing. I 
knew then there was no hope for either Him or us. When they 
finished crucifying both of us they stood our crosses up on each 
side of Him facing the same way He did. I could see Him by 
turning my head. In the distance I could see a group of His 
friends. I could make out four women and a man for certain, 
and I could tell they were His friends by the way they grieved. 
It turned out that one of the women was His mother; the other 
two I learned later were Mary, the wife of Cleophas, and Mary 
Magdalene. The man was John, one of His disciples. I wondered 
where the rest of His followers were. Perhaps they were afraid 
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they would also be arrested and crucified. One could not blame 
them, for the authorities were certainly aroused to the point 
where they would go to any length to crush out the movement 
Jesus had started. As we hung there and time wore on, the people 
milled about. The soldiers saw that Jesus was suffering so they 
offered Him some vinegar, and as they did they taunted Him 
with, "Save yourself, if you are the King of the Jews." 

Two things about Jesus impressed me, as we hung there. One 
was His calmness, for He did not curse the soldiers as we did, but 
seemed perfectly resigned and willing to suffer and die. The 
other was the fact that He had asked God to forgive them. I could 
not get either of these things out of my mind. There was not a 
bit of hate in Him. He seemed to be sorry for His enemies. No 
ordinary man would act this way. The more I thought about 
Him the more I became convinced He was the Son of God like 
He said. He could save Himself if He wanted to! Why did He not 
do it? It must have something to do with what He was trying to 
accomplish among His followers, something He thought dying 
would do that He could not do by living. What could that be? 
Then I realized that the Kingdom He had talked about so much 
was not an earthly kingdom, but a spiritual, a heavenly King- 
dom, in which people were loyal to Him as His subjects because 
they loved Him. I saw it clearly now. That was the explanation 
of everything that I had heard He had said or done, and it ex- 
plained the way He was dying. He was trying to overcome the 
sins in people so they could be members of His Kingdom. That 
was why He and John the Baptist had been urging people to 
repent. The Kingdom that God wanted to establish was at hand. 

While I was thinking about this, my companion on the other 
side of Him writhing in pain cursed Him with a terrible oath 
and said, "If you are the Christ, save yourself and us." Even 
though I had said the same thing a little while before, it aroused 
my anger now and I shouted to him to shut up. I asked him if 
there were no fear of God in him, seeing that both he and I were 
being justly punished for our crimes. Everybody knew Jesus was 
not guilty like we were. He had not done anything worthy of 
death as we had. Then I turned to Jesus and said, "Lord" I 
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used that word because I wanted Him to know I had come to 
believe in Him. I said, "Lord, remember me when you come into 
your Kingdom/' You see, I believed that even though He was 
going to die, He was somehow going to live and establish His 
Kingdom, and I wanted to be a part of it. I do not mean to say 
that I knew He was going to come to life in three days, for I did 
not give that a thought. But I was certain He was the Son of 
God and that He was going back to heaven, and I wanted to be 
with Him. I did not have to wait for an answer, nor did He ask 
me any questions, like whether I had repented He knew I had 
for He said, "Today you will be with me in Paradise." That 
was all I wanted to hear. I could now endure all the agony that 
was ahead of me, and death itself, for it would mean I would 
soon be with Him. I was not afraid now. 

It was not long afterward that Jesus looked out over the crowd 
and saw John with His mother. He asked John to take care of her, 
and in a little while John took her away to his own home, his man- 
ner as loving as if she were his own mother. Even though it was 
high noon, suddenly it became so dark we could see each other 
only with difficulty, and the people watching us were like dim 
shadows. This was strange, and it was evident it was no ordinary 
darkness. God must have something to do with it, and I thought 
perhaps He was expressing His displeasure. After about three 
hours in this darkness in which we suffered as only the crucified 
can suffer, Jesus speaking in Aramaic said, "Eloi, Eloi, lama, 
sabachthani?" I understood Aramaic, so I knew what He said. It 
was, "My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?' 1 I did not 
know just what He meant by God's forsaking Him. I knew these 
were the first words of one of the Psalms and I thought maybe He 
had started to recite it, and could get no further. I do not know 
that even now I fully understand what He meant. I do know that 
the prophet Isaiah had foretold that God would lay on Him the 
iniquity of us all and that He would suffer in our stead for our 
sins. I doubt if anybody could understand His spiritual sufferings 
in that hour when His heavenly Father treated Him as we deserve 
to be treated. Some of the people who did not understand 
Aramaic thought He was calling for Elijah to help Him. They 
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thought He said, "Elias," when He had said, "Eloi." His lips 
were so parched with fever it was not difficult to see how they 
misunderstood Him. He also said He was thirsty. One of the sol- 
diers got a sponge and soaked it in vinegar and held it up for 
Him to suck, but He refused. Vinegar was supposed to be a stim- 
ulant. I suppose that was the reason He refused it. The soldier 
said, "Let us see if Elias will come and take Him down," but of 
course Elijah did not come. 

In a little while Jesus said, "It is finished." I knew what He 
meant. He meant He had accomplished what He had come to do. 
So He looked up as best He could, for He could no longer hold 
up His head, and said in a loud voice so that everyone could hear, 
"Father, I am placing my spirit in your hands." It was the only 
time He had raised His voice during the whole ordeal. With that, 
His head dropped low and He was gone. He was the first of us 
to die. 

He was no sooner dead than an earthquake shook the land. I 
could feel the tremor as the cross shook. Rocks were loosened and 
rolled down the hill. The people began to scatter. In a little 
while it was over and some of them came back again. Someone 
came out from Jerusalem and said the earthquake had torn the 
Temple veil from top to bottom, so that one could see right into 
the Holy of Holies. Those who stood around our crosses were 
subdued in spirit now and talked in hushed voices earnestly 
among themselves. Some of them said, "Truly this was the Son of 
God"; and many of them smote upon their breasts in anguish for 
what they had done. 

Some of the Jews were worried because it appeared my com- 
panion and I were not going to die before sundown, so they got 
Pilate's consent for the soldiers to break our legs and thereby 
hasten our end. When they came to Jesus they found He was al- 
ready dead, but to make doubly sure they thrust a spear into His 
side. The last thing I remember as I lost consciousness, after my 
legs were broken with the mallet with which they had driven the 
nails, was the centurion in charge standing in front of the cross of 
Jesus. I saw him reverently bow his head and I heard him say, 
"Truly this man was the Son of God." 
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The day that had started out to be my worst had turned out to 
be my best. I had met the Master and He had taken me with Him 
to heaven. I had unwillingly become a witness of the greatest 
tragedy enacted upon earth, and out of it had come a faith that 
saved my soul. I do not know whether I would have believed if I 
had met Him before. I do not see how anyone can refuse to love 
and trust Him now, for God so loved the world that He gave us 
His only Son that we might believe and not perish but have ever- 
lasting life, just as I believed and I, once a hardened sinner, have 
eternal life. 



He was a man of the noblest spirit capable of the most heroic 
deeds of sacrifice. That which gave him a crouching attitude was 
simply a constitutional want of hope a natural inability to 
take the bright view. It was this which made him a sceptic. He 
was indisposed to give anything a trial. 

George Matheson 



Many a preacher would be a better preacher were there a lib- 
eral sprinkling of doubting Thomases in his pews; many a self- 
conscious saint would be a better saint were he to understand 
that frank questioning is far better than untried, dogmatic faith, 
that it is but part of man's 

". . . keen, enormous, haunting, never-sated thirst for God." 

Frank S. Mead 



The scepticism of Thomas was, we think, mainly a matter of 
temperament, and had little in common with the doubt of men 
of rationalistic proclivities, who are inveterately incredulous re- 
specting the supernatural, and stumble at every thing savoring 
of the miraculous. 

A. B. Bruce 



THOMAS 

AND THE RESURRECTED LORD 

"Jesus saith unto him, Thomas, because thou hast seen me, thou hast be- 
lieved: blessed are they that have not seen, and yet have believed." 
John 20:29 



I WAS DEAD ASLEEP when someone awakened me. The 
crucifixion had been a trying ordeal for all of us. I had gone 
to bed physically and emotionally exhausted, after going 
over in my mind the events of the last week and always ending 
with the hopeless thought that Jesus was dead and buried and 
our hopes had all been in vain; but sleep finally came. The next 
thing I knew someone was shaking me saying, "Thomas, get up, 
there has been an earthquake and someone has stolen the body 
of Jesus away." I roused up with that and asked, "What did you 
say?" He replied, "There has been an earthquake and the tomb 
is empty, the body of Jesus is gone and nobody knows what has 
happened to it. Peter and John have gone to investigate. Dress 
quickly and come." I got up and dressed as quickly as I could 
and went with him to the upper room, where I found the other 
disciples gathered around Mary Magdalene, who was talking ex- 
citedly. She had been out to the tomb and found the stone rolled 
away and the tomb empty. She said that a little before daybreak 
she and Mary, the mother of James, and Salome had started to 
the tomb with spices to complete the anointing of the body of the 
Master, which according to the law had had to be buried hastily 
without complete preparation, before the sun went down the day 
of the crucifixion. 

I listened intently as Mary Magdalene said, "As we walked 
along in the dim light of the dawn we discussed how we would 
get the stone rolled back, for it was a big one, and we doubted 
whether the three of us could move it. Perhaps, we said, if the 
gardener is there he will help us. As we drew near we were 
amazed to see that the stone was already rolled back. What could 
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this mean? As soon as we got there I stooped down and looked in. 
The tomb was empty, but the linen graveclothes were there. I 
was trembling and perplexed. Surely no one could have stolen 
His body! His enemies' hatred was fierce, I knew, but surely no 
one, not even those who hated Him enough to crucify Him, were 
mean enough to steal His body. I did not know what to think. I 
told Mary and Salome to wait there while I went back to Jeru- 
salem to tell the disciples. I ran as quickly as I could, and when I 
found Peter and John I told them and they started running to 
the tomb at once." Then she said she was going back to see what 
she could find out, and with that she hurried out and we stood 
there speechless, too shocked even to think. 

It was incredible, but Mary Magdalene could not have been 
mistaken about the empty tomb, for she said that she had 
stooped down and looked in and the body was not there. We 
asked ourselves what could have happened. It would not have been 
to the advantage of the authorities to take Him away, and we 
knew that none of His friends would have done it. While we were 
trying to think of some plausible reason why somebody should 
have taken His body away, Peter and John came back very much 
excited. "Is it empty?" we asked. "Yes," they said, "it is empty, 
the body is gone, but there is something strange about it." 

"John got there first and looked in," said Peter, "for the stone 
was rolled back. Then I came up, and we both went in. We saw 
the graveclothes lying in an orderly fashion with the napkin that 
had been about His head still rolled up and lying in a place 
by itself." They said they stood there in bewilderment, looking at 
it. John remembered that Jesus had said He would rise again, 
and the thought came to him that perhaps that was the expla- 
nation. The graveclothes seemed to confirm it, otherwise why 
would they be there, and in such orderly fashion. If the body had 
been stolen, the robbers certainly would not have bothered to re- 
move the graveclothes. Maybe Jesus really had arisen, but we 
could not bring ourselves to believe it, as much as we would have 
liked to. 

We questioned Peter and John closely, and they repeated all 
they had said. We went over it again and again, trying to decide 
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what had happened, until we were thinking and talking in 
circles. We wondered what was the best thing to do. We must 
find the body, if it had been stolen, but where to look no one had 
any idea. We could not ask help of the authorities, for their 
hatred of us had been quite evident during the last few days, and 
now they would be furious if the body had been stolen. We did 
not know which way to turn. We were still discussing it when 
Mary Magdalene came back quivering with excitement. She burst 
in and before anybody could ask a question, said, "He is alive, 
I have seen Him!" "Surely not, Mary," we said. "Yes," she said, 
"He is. I have seen Him, and He talked to me." "Are you sure, 
Mary?" "Yes," she said, "I am sure. I know He is alive." "How 
do you know?" we all asked. 

With her face radiant and her voice pitched a little high, Mary 
began, "When I got back to the tomb no one was there. Peter and 
John must have returned a different way, for I did not pass them. 
I again stooped down and went into the tomb, and as I stood 
inside wondering what could have happened, two angels sud- 
denly appeared. They were dressed in long white glistening robes 
and I was afraid and started to weep. I could not help it. The 
angels asked, 'Why are you weeping?' And I said, *They have 
taken away my Lord and I do not know where they have put 
Him/ One of the angels said, 'Be not afraid, Mary; He is not 
here/ I could see that. And then he said, *He is risen/ I had 
thought someone had stolen Him. I could not believe He had 
arisen; that was too good to be true. I backed out of the tomb 
and was still stooping down looking into it when I heard some- 
one behind me and half turning heard a man say, 'Why are you 
weeping?' I thought he was the gardener, and the thought flashed 
through my mind that maybe he had taken Jesus away, for he 
might have resented the burial of Jesus in his master's tomb. So 
I told him that if he had taken Jesus' body anywhere to please 
tell me and I would go and take care of it. He was silent for a 
moment and then spoke a word that sent a thrill to my soul 
as nothing else has ever done. He said, 'Mary/ and I recognized 
the voice. It was the Master. I knew Him then and started to 
embrace Him, but He forbade me and added, 'Not yet, for I am 
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not yet ascended to my Father, and to your Father, to my God 
and your God/ Then He said, 'Go quickly and tell the disciples 
that I will meet them in Galilee/ With that He vanished, and I 
ran here as quickly as I could/' 

We all began to question her. Surely this was a figment of her 
imagination, we thought, for the crucifixion had been a terrific 
ordeal to her, much more, probably, than the most of us had 
realized. None of us believed her story, but she insisted it was true 
in spite of all the arguments we advanced against it. We asked 
her where the other women were. She said she did not know, for 
she had left them at the tomb and they were not there when she 
returned. Peter and John had not seen them either, so we began 
to be a little worried. Just then they came in, excitedly shouting, 
"Jesus is alive/' "How do you know?" we asked, and they said, 
"We have seen Him/' Then they continued in a somewhat 
quieter voice, "We stayed at the tomb for a little while after 
Mary Magdalene left, and discussed what could have happened 
to His body. Finally we decided to go into the tomb and look for 
ourselves. We saw an angel in there and the angel said we were 
to go and tell the disciples and Peter that He had risen and would 
see them in Galilee. We were afraid and ran as quickly as we 
could, anxious to deliver the message. As we were nearing the 
city we met Joanna and several other women with spices going 
out to the tomb as we had earlier in the morning. They did not 
believe us, so we took them back to the empty tomb and they saw 
for themselves the stone rolled away and the empty tomb. Silent 
with awe we started back to the city and had gone but a short dis- 
tance when we heard a man calling to us, 'All hail!' and we 
stopped, waiting for Him to come up to us and as He came near 
we saw Him more clearly. It was the Lordl We bowed ourselves to 
the ground and started to take hold of His feet, worshiping Him. 
He repeated what the angel had said and told us to go quickly 
and tell the disciples that He would meet them in Galilee, and 
then He vanished. We ran back here as quickly as we could," 
they concluded. 

We did not know what to think, but still we did not believe 
that Jesus had arisen. I know you will say we should have, but if 
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you had been through our experience having your hopes lifted 
high that this man of Galilee was the long looked-for Messiah 
and then having them dashed to the earth by seeing Him so 
piteously humiliated, crucified, and buried perhaps you, too, 
would have been slow to believe. It was about this time, I learned 
later, that the soldiers who were guarding the tomb, whom none 
of those who had been at the tomb had seen, had gone to the 
chief priests to tell them what had happened. There had been an 
earthquake, and in the earthquake an angel came down and 
rolled the stone away and sat upon it. The guards had fainted 
from fright, and when they revived and saw that Jesus was no 
longer in the tomb they ran away. The authorities said it would 
never do for it to be known that Jesus had risen, so they told the 
soldiers to tell people that someone came and stole the body of 
Jesus while they slept. The soldiers said they dared not say that 
they had been sleeping because the tomb was sealed with a 
Roman seal and they had been charged with their lives to keep it. 
However, when the authorities promised to protect them from 
the Romans and offered large sums of money, they accepted it 
and agreed to do as they had been told. 

Late that night some of the apostles and other friends of Jesus 
were in the upper room, questioning Peter about his claim to 
have seen Jesus, when Cleophas and another disciple rushed in, 
exclaiming, "We have seen the Lord. He is alivel" When ques- 
tioned, they said that they had walked the seven miles to Emmaus 
and as they journeyed had discussed the events of the past few 
days, talking about the triumphal entry and the high hopes it 
brought, and about the crucifixion and the last words of Jesus, 
and about the burial and the empty tomb, trying to explain it all. 
During their discussion a man had overtaken them and asked 
them what their conversation meant and why they were so sad. 
They had looked at Him in amazement and asked if He were a 
stranger and did not know what had taken place in Jerusalem in 
the past few days. Without saying whether He was a stranger, the 
man asked them to tell Him about it. They told Him that they 
were disciples of Jesus of Nazareth, a prophet of God mighty in 
word and deed, possessing powers over winds and rains, over 
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devils and disease and death, and that they had confidently be- 
lieved He was the Messiah who would redeem Israel, but that He 
had incurred the hatred of the Jewish leaders and they had put 
Him to death. They told the stranger about the empty tomb and 
the rumors that Jesus was alive. The stranger walked on with 
them and as they went along began to talk, saying half to Him- 
self, "O fools, and slow of heart to believe all that the Scriptures 
have said concerning the Christ." Then He began back with 
Moses and expounded the Scriptures concerning the Messiah. As 
He talked they saw how every little detail in the life of Jesus fitted 
in with what the prophets had said about the Messiah. Still they 
suspected nothing, although their hearts were aglow within them, 
thinking the man was a rabbi, or some scribe unusually well 
learned in the law. They were so interested in what He was say- 
ing that when they finally arrived at their destination they asked 
Him to spend the night with them. 

When the evening meal was prepared and they sat down to eat 
it the stranger asked the blessing. The way He picked up the 
bread and broke it and the way He gave thanks for it were repe- 
titions of what Jesus had done and said in the upper room the 
night before the crucifixion. Both of them recognized Him at 
once as Jesus. He was the Master! While they were looking at 
Him, too astonished to speak, He vanished out of their sight. 
Then without finishing the meal they hurried back to tell the 
group that what Mary and the women had said and what Peter 
and John had surmised was true. Jesus was risen from the deadl 
They were as excited as the women had been in the morning 
when they insisted that they had seen the Lord. 

Suddenly and without warning a voice behind them said, 
"Peace be unto you." It was Jesus who had spoken. He was stand- 
ing right in the midst of them. They thought He was a spirit or a 
ghost, and when He saw they were afraid He said, "Why are you 
troubled?" and held out His hands so they could see the prints of 
the nails that had been driven through them. Then He showed 
them the nail holes in His feet. When they still thought His be- 
ing alive was too good to be true, He asked for food and ate it 
before them. 
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After this Jesus said again, "Peace be unto you/* Then He told 
the group that He was sending them into the world as His Father 
had sent Him into the world. He went on to say that in their 
hands was the power of eternal life and eternal death. They were 
to lead men to believe in Christ and have eternal life, for if they 
failed, those who did not believe would be lost. Then He van- 
ished out of their sight. 

I have always regretted not being present when Jesus appeared. 
I had already gone home, but the other disciples who were there 
told me all about it. I did not believe them, for I thought their 
desire to have Him back had led them to imagine it. I had had 
my hopes lifted so high before and then dashed so low, I dared 
not let myself believe He was alive. I have always been more or 
less of a pessimist, looking on the dark side of things. They 
argued with me at length, trying to convince me, until finally I 
said, "I will not believe unless I see the print of the nails in His 
hands and put my finger into them." 

Eight days afterward we were all gathered in the upper room 
and the other disciples were still trying to convince me and I still 
refused to be convinced, repeating what I had said about putting 
my finger in the nail prints. No sooner had I spoken than Jesus 
appeared in our midst and said, "Peace be unto you." I looked 
up and recognized Him and saw He was looking straight at me. 
I trembled all over with joy and confusion. He reached out His 
hands for me to see, held them there for a moment, and said, 
"Thomas, reach hither your finger and put it in the nail prints." 
Then He let me see the ugly scar in His side where the spear had 
thrust Him in the heart. Pointing to it He said, "Put your hand 
in my side, and be not faithless but believing." I was so overcome 
with shame that I had had so little faith and was so slow to be- 
lieve, all I could do was to whisper, "My Lord and my God." 
Then He said, "Thomas, because you have seen me you have be- 
lieved; blessed are those that have not seen, and yet have be- 
lieved." 

You, my friends, are among those who have not seen Him and 
yet have believed in His resurrection, and you are blessed indeed. 



What distinguishes Paul is an experience from within an il- 
lumination from the spirit, the rising of an inner sun. It is the 
fact that this man after conversion did the same kind of work 
which he had been doing before, and that yet by an added light 
in his soul he found it to be wholly new. 

George Matheson 



The source of a stream must be sought, not where it arises in 
some green glen among the hills, making a tiny tarn of clear 
water, where the mountain sheep come down to drink; but in 
the mighty sea, drawn upwards in evaporation, or in the clouds 
that condense against the cold slopes of the hills. So with the life 
of God within us. 

F. B. Meyer 



There are some men whose lives it is impossible to study with- 
out receiving the impression that they were expressly sent into 
the world to do a work required by the juncture of history on 
which they fell. . . . This impression is produced by no life more 
than by that of the Apostle Paul. 

James Stalker 



Paul is an answer to the sneer that a man cannot be radically 
changed. He is an uncontestable proof that what Christ prom- 
ised can be fulfilled. 

Charles E. Jefferson 



SAUL 

OF TARSUS 

"I fell unto the ground, and heard a voice saying unto me, Saul, Saul, why 

persecutest thou me? And I answered, Who art thou, Lord? And he said unto 

me, I am Jesus of Nazareth." 

Acts 22:7-8 



MEETING JESUS upset the foundations of my life as com- 
pletely as if an earthquake had shaken my soul, leaving 
in confused, worthless rubble everything I had set store 
by. So unexpectedly did it happen and so complete was the 
wreckage that it took me several years to adjust myself to it How- 
ever, it gave me a new and sure foundation upon which to build 
a new and better life. Fortunately, I was in my early thirties, so 
I had many years to serve the Master whose followers I had perse- 
cuted so mercilessly. Before I tell you about it, I will tell you 
about myself so that you can better understand the significance of 
what took place. I was then known by my Hebrew name Saul 
Saul of Tarsus. Afterwards I was known almost exclusively by my 
Greek name, Paul. 

When John the Baptist was a boy roaming in the wilderness 
of the Judean hills and Jesus was a boy playing with His fellows 
in the streets of Nazareth, I was a boy in Tarsus, a city of Asia 
Minor. John came from a priestly background, his father being a 
priest who served in the Temple in Jerusalem. Jesus was of 
humble origin and worked as a carpenter until the "voice crying 
in the wilderness" prepared the way for His unique ministry. I 
came of a proud ancestry, being of the tribe of Benjamin from 
which had come Saul, the first king of Israel, whose name I bore. 
The city we lived in was predominantly Gentile and many of the 
Jews there had become somewhat liberal through that influence, 
but it was not so with my father. He was a strict observer of the 
Jewish traditions. He was a Pharisee and instructed me according 
to the strict manner of the law of our fathers. From him I got an 
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intense pride of race and of ancestry. He used to pore over the 
endless genealogies that traced our family record back to Benja- 
min and Abraham and beyond. From my father I also got my 
Roman citizenship, which turned out to be extremely valuable to 
me. It was something we all prized very highly. Not everyone in 
the Roman Empire was permitted to be a citizen of Rome. It was 
a privilege granted for some special service rendered and was 
handed down from father to son. My father was a leader in our 
Jewish community. He was a man of some means, which meant 
I could receive the best education. That did not except me from 
learning a trade, for that was required of all Jewish boys. I 
learned to make tents, and that stood me in good stead in later 
life. 

My mother was a devout woman, faithful to the traditions of 
our people. She was as strict as my father, so that you might say 
that I served God from my forefathers. I had a sister whose son 
afterwards lived at Jerusalem and came to my assistance when he 
discovered a plot to kill me. So much for my family; I owe a lot 
to them. 

Tarsus was no mean city. The culture of the East and the West 
blended there, and gave me an understanding of Gentile ways. 
We spoke Aramaic at home and among our people, but the lan- 
guage of the city was Greek, so we spoke that also. All of this, in 
after years, fitted me to deal with both Jew and Gentile. 

As a boy I was interested in sports, although I did not have a 
very robust body and could not take part in many of them. I used 
to like the races and observed that a runner had to keep the 
rules or he would be disqualified, and that he had to have powers 
of endurance if he expected to win and receive the prize. In the 
long distance races many dropped out before the end. In the 
wrestling matches a fellow had to exert himself to the utmost or 
his opponent would get the better of him. Afterwards I was to see 
in these sports a parallel with the Christian life. As a Christian 
I thought of myself as a runner, as I pressed on toward the mark 
for the prize of the high calling of God in Christ Jesus. I learned 
that the struggle to establish and maintain the Christian life was 
not unlike a wrestling match in which we wrestled not against 
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flesh and blood but against wickedness intrenched in the world 
and in our own hearts. 

My father was ambitious that I should be a rabbi, and I had 
strong inclinations in that direction. We had a good university 
in Tarsus, but it would not fit me for the work of a rabbi. So it 
was arranged when I was thirteen years of age that I should go to 
Jerusalem to study under the great teacher Gamaliel. To live in 
Jerusalem was an education in itself, for every hill and every 
valley was associated with some sacred event I had learned about 
at home and in the synagogue school. There was Mount Moriah, 
where Abraham would have offered Isaac. There was the massive 
wall and the tower of David. There were the famous gates. But 
best of all there was Mount Zion and the Temple with its altars 
and the Holy of Holies. These all became familiar places during 
the years I stayed there. 

I learned much at the feet of Gamaliel. He was a great man 
and a master teacher. No one was more highly thought of or had 
more influence than he. His school was called the school of Hillel 
after his grandfather, who had started it. It was supposed to be 
more liberal than the rival school of Shammai, but the difference 
would have been noticed only by one trained in the fine points 
of the law. In reality, I was instructed according to the strict man- 
ner of the law of our fathers, and lived a Pharisee after the strict- 
est sect of our religion. I was trained in the letter of the law and 
the rabbinical writings, and had the self-satisfaction of a Pharisee 
who knew all the rules and regulations and kept them. I have 
taken the time to tell you these things that you may better under- 
stand my subsequent actions and the violent upheaval that took 
place in me the day I met Jesus. 

When I finished school I went back to Tarsus to be a rabbi in 
the synagogue there. It was good to be back home again and it 
was a proud day for both myself and my parents when I stood 
up to teach the people the fine points of the law. 

I had better tell you something of my nature and disposition. I 
was quick of mind and body. I liked to study. I had a natural 
thirst for knowledge which my education in Jerusalem seemed 
to satisfy. I liked to argue and learned something of the art of 
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debate. While I had a leaning toward scholarship, I was primarily 
a man of action. I could not be satisfied with the quiet life of a 
rabbi; my restless, vehement disposition compelled me to cease- 
less activity. No halfway measures were acceptable to me. Once 
I set out to do a thing I would do it in spite of all obstacles, and 
I accepted no compromises. 

I had not been back in Tarsus long before an invitation came 
for me to go to Jerusalem to be a rabbi there. It was a great op- 
portunity so I prepared to go as soon as possible. When I arrived 
I found things were in great confusion. The old quiet and com- 
placency I had known as a student were gone. A sect had sprung 
up known as "the people of the Way." They were the followers 
of one Jesus, of lowly origin in Nazareth of Galilee. It sounded 
absurd to me, for He thought He was the Messiah and many of 
the common people who did not know any better believed He 
was. It seems He was able to fool them with some supposed mir- 
acles. He even claimed He was the Son of God, and that He was 
to set up a kingdom. The Sanhedrin had convicted Him of blas- 
phemy and had had Him put to death. He was crucified between 
two notorious criminals. The Sanhedrin thought that would 
settle the matter and His followers would soon die out. Instead 
the situation had gotten worse. His followers were making the ab- 
surd claim that He had arisen from the dead. They were so fanat- 
ical that they actually believed it. I had not been there long be- 
fore I came up against these people. I tried to reason with them. 
It would be easy, I thought, to show them from the law that this 
Jesus could not have been the Messiah. It was true He was of the 
tribe of David, but He was born under a cloud. Some of His fol- 
lowers even claimed He had no earthly father that God was His 
Father. It fairly seared my mind to hear such blasphemy. None of 
the Pharisees or leaders of the people had believed on Him. That 
did not make any difference to His disciples. They went on with 
their absurd claims and believed He would soon come back again 
as they said they had seen Him go up into heaven. You could not 
reason with them. Probably I would not have undertaken to do 
anything about them if they had not believed they should con- 
vert everyone to their way of thinking. They were even beginning 
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to undermine the influence of the Sanhedrin among the people. 
That could only result in disaster, for if the guardians of the 
faith were belittled, faith in Moses and the law would soon van- 
ish and God would most certainly visit some dire calamity upon 
us for such apostasy. That is what had happened several times in 
our past history. It was not going to happen again if I could help 
it. So I set about to stamp them out. 

It did not do much good to have them arrested and put on 
their good behavior to keep the peace. That had been tried with 
some of their leaders, but they had defied the authorities and re- 
fused to promise not to preach their false doctrines. Gamaliel had 
counseled to let them alone. He thought that they thrived on op- 
position. Besides, he argued, if the matter were of God, opposi- 
tion would be useless, and if it were not of God it would soon 
fade out. He cited two examples to prove his point. He reminded 
the Sanhedrin of Theudas and a man named Judas of Galilee, 
who had made similar claims to those of Jesus. These men had 
died and their followers soon scattered. It had been agreed to 
follow Gamaliel's advice and leave them alone. That did not 
work either, for instead of decreasing, their number increased ex- 
ceedingly. A great company of priests even went over to them. 

The thing that really brought the matter to a head was an 
argument between some members of the freedmen's synagogue 
and one of the chief followers of "the Way*' a man named 
Stephen. It resulted in a near riot and his arrest, and his arraign- 
ment before the Sanhedrin. I sat with the Sanhedrin and heard 
the case. They accused him of speaking against the Temple and 
the law, and of saying that this Jesus of Nazareth would destroy 
the Temple and change the customs Moses had given us. 

We all looked at the accused. He had a marvelous face, one 
that somehow reminded you of an angel. It was hard to believe 
that such a one could be guilty of so great mischief. He made a 
very good speech in his own defense until he tactlessly insulted 
the members of the Sanhedrin. I do not know that he had a 
chance before that but if he did have he certainly threw it away 
when he looked straight at us and said, "Ye stiff-necked and un- 
circumcised in heart and ears, ye do always resist the Holy Spirit: 
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as your fathers did, so do ye. Which of the prophets did not your 
fathers persecute? and they killed them that showed before the 
coming of the righteous one; of whom ye have now become be- 
trayers and murderers, ye who received the law as it was ordained 
by angels, and kept it not." Some were so incensed they gnashed 
their teeth at him. As if that were not enough, in the stunned si- 
lence that followed, he looked up toward the ceiling and said, 
"Behold, I see the heavens opened, and the Son of man standing 
on the right hand of God." Some put their fingers in their ears, in 
order not to hear such blasphemy, so shocked were they. A crowd 
of onlookers seized Stephen and dragged him out. They knew that 
they had the approval of the Sanhedrin. I went with them, as did 
others. That fellow ought to die. They began to stone him. In the 
excitement I held the coats of some of those who threw the stones. 
They quickly knocked him to the ground and were pounding the 
life out of him. He kept repeating, "Lord Jesus, receive my 
spirit/' Then he managed to raise up on his knee and turned his 
face toward heaven. His face was now really like that of an angel. 
The crowd were all so struck by it they stopped heaving stones. 
Then he cried in as loud a voice as he could summon, "Lord, lay 
not this sin to their charge/' and collapsed and was dead. I 
never forgot that face, and I never forgot that prayer. It sounded 
sincere, as though he were really talking to God, and as though 
he felt sorry for us. How deluded he was, I thought. It was dan- 
gerous to have people like him about. The whole movement 
must be crushed at all costs, and I determined to do it. 

The Sanhedrin gave me full authority to go ahead. They were 
glad to have someone to take the lead in stamping out the new 
church. I broke up their meetings whenever I could find them. I 
had agents hunting them down through all Judea and Samaria. 
We made a house-to-house search for them. We sent both men 
and women to prison. Many more fled. If there were any left 
they kept it secret. Historians say I made havoc of the church, 
and that was about right. I heard that some had fled to Damascus 
and that the movement was taking root there, so I secured the 
necessary authority and started there to put an end to it. It was 
on the way that I met the Master. 
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We were getting near the city after a long and tiresome journey. 
I had had plenty of time to think. The angelic face of Stephen 
and his prayer that we not be held accountable for his death kept 
coming back to my mind. I would put it out of mind but it 
would be back in a short time. Could it be possible that he was 
right? Of course not! This Jesus was not like the Messiah was 
supposed to be, but then there was no doubt that they sincerely 
believed that He had come from God and would come back 
again. Of course some of them when tortured turned traitor and 
even blasphemed His name in order to go free, but the most of 
them were willing to go to prison or even to die rather than 
renounce Him. The faces of some of them, like Stephen, had 
seemed to light up as they died. And they had died so cheerfully! 
How could such mistaken heretics die with such assurance? Away 
with such thoughts! They stung like an ox goad. I must be 
getting soft. Was I? They would find out when I got to Damascus! 
I'd show them! 

The noonday sun was pitiless and the glare of the sand blind- 
ing. We had better stop to rest, I thought. I had just given in- 
structions to halt when suddenly there was a brilliant light that 
blinded me. In fear we all fell to the ground. All was still as 
death. Then I heard a voice full of friendliness and compassion 
saying, "Saul, Saul, why persecutest thou me?" As I started to 
ask, "Who art thou?" it flashed upon me that it was Jesus. So I 
said "Who art thou, Lord?" He said, "I am Jesus whom thou 
persecutest." Astonished and trembling, I asked Him what I was 
to do. He said I was to go into Damascus and there I would be 
given instructions. And so I met the Master my Master. 

How blind I had been! How wrong I had been! How stubborn 
I had been, not to give in to the truth! I had let my prejudices 
and supposed learning lead me into a struggle with God Himself. 
What a sinner I was! How good and merciful God was! I would 
be His man from now on. I can see now that my rearing in the 
Gentile city of Tarsus and my contacts there with the Greek cul- 
ture, as well as my rabbinical education in Jerusalem, were all a 
part of God's plan to fit me for the work He had for me to do. 
He indeed moves in a mysterious way His wonders to perform. 
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